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FOREWORD 


We  were  having  lunch  in  the  circle  at  one  of  our  reunions, 
when  a Jenny-Come-Lately  appeared  through  the  trees.  Our 
chairman  rose  to  greet  her,  called  her  by  name  and  then 
added  cheerfully,  "Why,  I haven’t  thought  of  you  for  years!” 
In  the  hope  of  preserving  the  uniqueness  of  that  droll 
little  drama,  this  book  is  being  sent  to  you  long  before 
reunion. 

Many  of  you  were  invaluable  in  writing,  telephoning 
and  generally  prodding  the  procrastinators.  Our  thanks  to 
you,  for  without  you  we  would  have  had  a small  book 
indeed. 

Esther  Averill  and  Mary  Greenough  Means  have  given 
the  book  distinction  and  gaiety  with  their  illustrations 
for  which  we  are  all  grateful. 

Those  of  us  who  worked  on  the  book  have  missed 
Betty  Humphreys’  enthusiasm,  having  had  her  with  us  only 
at  the  beginning  due  to  her  death  in  the  summer  of  1963- 

On  the  basis  of  rather  sketchy  statistics,  we  like  to 
think  we  are  trend  spotters.  For  instance,  you  will  note  the 
influence  of  the  depression  in  the  relatively  small  number 
of  children  per  family,  and  perhaps  in  the  lines  of  work 
both  professional  and  volunteer  in  which  we  were  mainly 
engaged.  Perhaps  the  war  was  responsible  for  so  much 
interest  in  hospital  and  health  work. 

A great  deal  of  work  under  the  heading,  "Civic  and 
political”  illustrates  Prexy’s  comment  on  the  typical 
(mythical)  Vassar  alumna  that;  "perceiving  the  kitchen 
floor  is  dirty,  she  scrubs  it  and  scrubs  it  well.” 

It  seems  that  the  younger  generation  is  far  ahead  of  us 
in  advanced  degrees  and  graduate  study.  And  how  footloose 
we  have  become  these  days! 

Any  further  significance  is  yours  to  discover.  The 
gleanings  are  the  product  of  many  hours  of  toil  on  the  part 
of  Dorothy  Deyo  Munro  ably  assisted  by  her  sister  Cornelia 
Deyo  Hochstrasse.  Having  had  experience  in  statistical 
work,  Dorothy  offers  the  results  of  her  slide  rule  with  some 
hesitation.  After  all,  there  was  no  questionaire  to  give  her 
definite  answers  and  we  heard  from  only  one  hundred 
eighty-seven  out  of  a possible  two  hundred  sixty-eight 
graduates  and  non-graduates  listed  in  the  Alumnae  Register. 
We  think  she  did  very  well  with  the  material  she  had. 
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Please  bear  in  mind  as  you  read,  that  most  of  this  was 
written  in  1963,  all  of  it  before  1965.  The  inaccuracies 
caused  thereby  are  regrettable  but  unavoidable.  For  the 
avoidable  ones,  I accept  full  responsibility  and  offer 
apologies  herewith. 

My  personal  thanks  to  Marguerite  Booraem,  Peggy 
Cheney  Dawson,  Dorothy  Deyo  Munro,  Cornelia  Deyo 
Hochstrasse,  Janet  Scott  and  Eleanor  Vallandigham  Salter 
for  counsel  and  active  assistance. 

To  you  who  wrote  the  book  our  collective  and  most 
hearty  thanks. 

Elizabeth  Cannon  van  Dyke 
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PRESIDENT'S  MESSAGE 


That  is  the  title  I was  given,  by  our  official  (and 
officious  - sic!)  Editor-in-Chief.  Having  promulgated  the 
thought  of  a really  good  class  bulletin  two  years  ago,  I 
suppose  it  behooves  me  to  do  as  she  asks;  especially  since 
the  whole  idea  has  developed  into  something  even  better 
than  I had  imagined.  This  is  due  to  the  magnificent  cooperation 
of  all  (well  almost  all)  of  you,  and  especially  due  to  Betty 
Cannon  van  Dyke,  the  above  mentioned  E-in-C.  She  has 
had  some  assistant  editors,  to  be  sure,  to  whom  I suspect 
she  will  give  all  the  credit.  Just  in  case  she  tries  to  hide 
her  light,  let  me  assure  you  that  the  smartest  thing  I did 
was  to  appoint  her  to  the  job. 

Thanks  to  the  '‘dauntless”  efforts  of  the  Editorial 
Board,  this  book  is  going  to  be  out  and  in  the  hands  of  each 
of  us  well  before  June,  1965,  when  we  will  see  each  other 
face  to  face.  My  only  message  is  to  read  it  well,  and  then 
COME!  "The  Roads  That  We  Have  Traveled”  is  sure  to  be 
good  reading.  And  the  road  that  we  will  travel,  next  June, 
is  certain  to  take  us  to  a bang-up  good  time  together  at 
good  old  V.C. 

P.S. 

Our  "floating  banner,”  incidentally,  went  to  pieces  in  a 
thunderstorm  at  our  last  reunion.  It  has  got  to  be  replaced, 
so  the  one  that  we  will  follow  will  lack  the  antiquity 
befitting  our  age.  Let  us  all  do  likewise. 

"Dauntless  down  the  future’s  ways  we  march,  twenty- 
three”. 

Olive  Watkins  Smith 
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Harriet  ADAMS  Gundersen  Mrs.  Sven  Gundersen 

Hanover 
New  Hampshire 

Supposedly  well-rounded  on  graduation  I went  round 
and  round  for  ten  years  from  one  job  to  another,  almost 
always  in  the  field  of  employment.  These  included  work  on 
the  first  unemployment  survey  done  in  the  United  States 
(sponsored  by  Yale  University  for  the  United  States  Rubber 
Company),  efforts  on  behalf  of  Connecticut  minimum  wage 
and  hour  laws,  and  being  office  director  in  the  New  Haven 
office  of  the  Connecticut  State  Employment  Agency. 

Marriage  to  a Boston  physician  took  me  to  that  city 
where  for  two  years  I led  a comparatively  leisurely  life, 
though  it  may  be  worth  noting  that  I was  the  first  social 
worker  in  Dr.  John  Rock’s  Rhythm  Clinic,  which  he  was 
just  starting  at  that  time.  (As  you  know,  he  has  just  written 
"The  Time  is  Now.”  Believe  me,  that  was  then.) 

Our  move  to  Hanover,  New  Hampshire,  came  because  of 
the  interest  both  of  us  had  in  medical  group  practice  and 
the  Clinic  here  in  particular.  After  coming  here  our  second 
daughter  was  born,  and  I spent  most  of  my  time  with  my 
family  and  with  the  ever-familiar  state  and  local  organiz- 
ations - League  of  Women  Voters,  Planned  Parenthood, 
Child  Welfare,  etc. 

During  the  war,  began  my  interest  in  helping  refugees, 
which  continued  steadily  through  the  Hungarian  Revolution 
in  1956.  Our  first  was  a Polish  girl  who  fled  her  country  in 
1939.  I sponsored  mostly  young  people,  and  was  able  to 
place  them  in  schools  and  colleges  and  jobs.  Many  lived 
with  us  after  their  arrival,  learning  English  and  waiting  for 
their  places  in  educational  institutions.  We  had  no  major 
difficulties  with  any  of  them,  and  many  of  them  are  still 
part  of  the  lives  of  our  whole  family. 

For  five  years  I have  been  reading  and  grading  papers 
and  exams  for  the  Department  of  Comparative  Literature  at 
Dartmouth,  and  this  year  is  my  last.  Between  quizzes  I 
move  about  often:  Hancock  Point,  Maine;  occasional  trips 
to  Europe  or  medical  meetings  with  Sven;  New  York  and 
Washington  where  our  daughters  live. 

I find  it  hard  to  write  anything  for  the  record  these  days 
without  speaking  of  the  sorrow  and  outrage  we  feel  at  the 
death  of  the  President,  and  I commend  to  all  who  may  not 
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have  seen  it  Molly  Kazan’s,  V.C.  ’28,  poem  about  Kennedy 
in  the  New  York  Herald  Tribune  of  November  28,  1963- 

If  any  of  you  are  still  able  to  navigate  on  skiis  (which 
I am  not,)  or  travel  with  grandchildren  who  posses  this 
breezy  talent,  don’t  pass  us  by  if  you  come  this  way. 


Ruth  ANTHONY  Waring  Mrs.  Ellis  Andrews  Waring 

132  Bay  Point 
South  Swansea 
Massachusetts 

It  was  fortunate  that  Vassar  allowed  me  a wide  range 
of  courses.  I learned  how  to  listen  to  music;  to  look  at  art; 
to  read  a book;  to  observe  my  environment;  to  take  part  in 
politics;  to  read  stock  quotations;  to  make  a speech;  to 
organize  my  work;  and  to  cook  (extra-curricular  with  Mrs. 
Imer).  I can’t  remember  a dull  moment  since. 

My  career  on  the  editorial  staff  of  “Antiques”  magazine 
was  brief  due  to  my  marriage  to  Ellis  Andrews  Waring.  For 
fifteen  years  we  lived  in  Cambridge,  Massachusetts.  When 
our  children,  Anthony  and  Susan,  were  nursery  school  age,  I 
enrolled  in  the  Nursery  Training  School  of  Boston  and 
assisted  with  a co-operative  nursery  school.  The  children 
moved  along  to  Shady  Hill  School  where  I became  director 
of  the  apprentice  training  course. 

In  1942,  my  husband  moved  his  business  to  Fall  River 
where  we  both  grew  up.  We  live  in  the  house  in  South 
Swansea  on  Mount  Hope  Bay  which  was  built  while  I was 
at  Vassar.  We  bought  a farm  next  to  our  property  and 
developed  it  until  there  are  now  fifty  homes.  Last  year,  my 
husband  sold  his  business  but  has  recently  formed  a 
corporation  to  develop  the  Swansea  Boatyard  and  Marina. 
We  will  still  have  leisure  to  travel,  which  we  both  enjoy. 
My  mother  is  active  and  busy  at  eighty-six  and  lives  with  us. 
Anthony  is  an  architect  in  Fall  River  and  Susan  teaches  art 
in  a high  school  on  the  outskirts  of  Denver,  Colorado. 

My  community  work  has  centered  about  the  young  or 
the  elderly.  I am  a director  of  the  Massachusetts  Society 
for  the  Prevention  of  Cruelty  to  Children,  and  of  the  Stevens 
Home  for  Boys  in  Swansea  Village.  For  several  years  I 
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served  on  the  Advisory  Committee  of  the  Massachusetts 
Youth  Service  Board.  For  twenty  years  I have  been  chairman 
of  an  Episcopal  Home  for  elderly  ladies  in  Swansea  Village. 
I have  always  been  active  in  Republican  politics  and  am  at 
work  on  a voter  survey  of  the  town. 

My  road  is  a country  road,  but  with  no  ruts  - thanks  to 
Vassar. 


Dorothy  ATKINSON  Evans  Mrs.  Herbert  M.  Evans 

511  Coventry  Avenue 
Berkeley  7,  California 

I left  college  with  an  Idaho  teaching  contract  in  my 
pocket  and  my  eastern  roommates  had  a year’s  "wild  west” 
reading  out  of  my  experiences.  Since  then,  however,  I’ve 
been  in  conventional  positions  - three  years  at  a boarding 
school,  four  as  teaching  fellow  at  the  University  of  Washing- 
ton. In  1930,  with  a Ph.D.  completed,  I began  a long  career 
as  college  and  university  faculty  member,  a status  I kept 
until  1953.  There  were  interludes  of  intense  research  at 
the  Folger  and  the  Congressional  Libraries  (1934-1935)  and 
the  Henry  E.  Huntington  Library  (1942-1943)  where,  having 
been  awarded  an  A.A.U.W.  fellowship,  I was  working  on 
sixteenth  century  Anglo-Spanish  literary  influences.  Many 
journal  articles  and  a book  resulted,  but  a large  book  is 
still  in  progress.  In  this  period  there  was  travel  — Europe, 
Mexico  and  North  America. 

In  1945  my  marriage  to  a medical  scientist  began  my 
education  in  the  other  of  Sir  Charles  Snow’s  "Two  Cultures” 
and  brought  me  two  step-daughters  and  three  grandchildren 
(there  are  now  five).  I continued  teaching  at  Mills,  but  after 
my  husband’s  "retirement”  (he  is  still  teaching!),  I resigned 
(1953)  in  order  to  accompany  him  for  a year  in  Europe, 
South  America  and  Japan.  In  addition  to  many  other  longish 
periods  in  Europe,  there  was  a delightful  semester  at 
Wesleyan  University  which  afforded  opportunities  for  me  to 
see  something  of  my  roommates  and  to  refresh  old  and  happy 
memories  of  New  England.  It  has  been  a stimulating  decade. 
One  small  tangible  evidence  is  A Visit  with  G.B.S.  which 
my  husband  and  I published.  Now  another  book  occupies  us 
and  will,  we  hope,  ultimately  reach  press. 

There  has  been  volunteer  work  also,  all  related  to 
Vassar  scholarship-fund  raising  and  fellowship  programs 
of  the  American  Association  of  University  Women.  I’ve  held 
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various  offices,  made  speaking  tours,  etc.,  and  done  inter- 
viewing of  fellowship  candidates  for  A.A.U.W.  It  has  been 
most  interesting  to  meet  these  young  scholars  and  to  learn 
from  them  and  to  watch  their  careers  develop.  But  of  all  the 
scholars  I may  have  assisted  none  has  yet  achieved  the 
wide  repute  of  one  of  my  boarding  school  pupils  of  forty 
years  ago  - Vassar’s  currently  bestselling  novelist. 

Esther  AVERILL  30  Joralemon  Street 
Brooklyn  1 
New  York 

From  college  I went  directly  to  New  York  City  and  soon 
entered  the  fashion  department  of  the  trade  publication, 
Women’s  Wear  Daily , where  I remained  until  the  beginning 
of  1925-  Then  I set  sail  in  the  wake  of  many  of  you  and 
headed  for  Paris.  It  was  the  year  during  which  Paris  held 
the  famous  Exposition  Internationale  des  Arts  Decoratifs, 
and  along  with  the  perennial  charm  of  the  city,  I fell  under 
the  spell  of  all  the  new  colors  and  shapes  of  the  modern 
decorative  art  movement  as  it  gathered  momentum. 

Paris  was  to  be  my  home  for  the  next  ten  years.  I 
worked  there  first  as  a journalist  in  fashions  and  the  deco- 
rative arts,  drifted  eventually  into  the  area  of  the  graphic 
arts,  and  in  1931  I began  a fly-by-night  publishing  venture, 
the  Domino  Press,  whose  objective  was  to  issue  children’s 
books  illustrated  by  gifted  young  European  artists.  Under 
the  Domino  Press  imprint  I published  four  books  in  France 
and  two  later  ones  in  New  York  after  I returned  to  live  in 
this  country. 

My  professional  interests  have  remained  in  the  field  of 
children’s  books.  I am  the  author  or  the  author-illustrator 
of  more  than  a dozen  of  them  currently  on  the  list  of  Harper 
and  Row.  These  include  the  series  telling  of  the  adventures 
of  my  little  black  cat  Jenny  Linsky  and  her  companions  in 
the  Cat  Club.  I have  also  contributed  a number  of  historical 
or  critical  papers  on  the  subject  of  juvenile  books  to  such 
publications  as  The  Horn  Book  and  the  old  Colophon . 

My  present  home  is  in  Brooklyn  Heights,  New  York. 

Julia  BACON  Vassar  College 

Poughkeepsie,  New  York 

Here  I am  being  Recorder  at  Vassar  College  where  I 
have  been  since  1925.  A little  quick  arithmetic  reminds  me 
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that  I will  have  been  here  forty  years  when  we  reiine  in 
1965.  This  is  not  an  essay  on  "How  to  Become  a Recorder”, 
but  this  is  how  it  happened. 


In  college  - way  back  when  - I had  an  idea  I would  be 
a scientist,  and  started  to  major  in  Physics.  Then  it  came 
over  me  that  I was  not  going  to  be  a second  Mme.  Curie 
and  I changed  my  major  to  Economics.  I thought  I would  get 
a job  in  business  - a bank,  maybe.  After  graduation  I was 
suddenly  asked  to  take  charge  of  a Neighborhood  House  in 
my  home  town.  This  involved  what  social  work  was  done 
in  the  area  and  supervision  of  the  House  which  included 
Visiting  Nurse  headquarters,  some  cooking  classes,  play- 
ground etc.  Armed  with  a couple  of  Millsy’s  courses  in 
Family  and  Charities  and  Corrections,  I embarked  on  Social 
Work.  After  a year  or  so,  I decided  that  I needed  more 
training  if  Social  Work  was  to  be  my  field.  So  I went  to 
New  York  with  the  Charity  Organization  Society.  It  now  has 
a different  name.  A year  of  that  convinced  me  that  I did  not 
want  to  go  into  Social  Service  as  a life  work,  so  I wrote 
the  Vassar  Vocational  Bureau  that  I would  appreciate 
suggestions  on  jobs  in  business  or  something  other  than 
Social  Work. 


At  that  moment  the  Recorder  at  Vassar  wanted  to  take 
another  job  and  asked  to  be  released  from  her  contract. 
C.  Mildred  Thompson,  who  was  Dean,  asked  the  Vocational 
Bureau  to  look  into  possibilities  and  suggested  that  they 
check  the  Class  of  1923.  Miss  Thompson  was,  of  course, 
the  Faculty  Advisor  of  our  class  and  knew  1923  pretty  well 
and  that  was  the  age  group  she  wanted.  Presently  I had  a 
wire  asking  me  to  come  to  V.C.  on  a Saturday  for  an  inter- 
view with  the  Dean  and  the  President.  I blithely  wired  back 
that  I couldn’t  come  on  Saturday  (I  was  going  to  New  Haven 
to  a football  game,  as  a matter  of  fact),  but  could  come  on 
Sunday  afternoon.  I should  think  that  would  have  eliminated 
me  then  and  there,  but  perhaps  they  were  desperate  because 
they  said  O.K.  I don’t  remember  much  about  the  interview 
except  that  it  was  at  Prexy’s  house.  It  must  have  been  all 
right  because  they  took  me  on  as  Acting  Recorder  for  a 
year  (with  absolutely  no  experience)  and  I have  been  here 
ever  since. 
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Beatrice  BAGG 


41  Main  Street 
Orange,  New  Jersey 


Busy  working  in  Newark  and  keeping  house  in  a small 
apartment  for  myself  and  my  cat. 


Lois  BARCLAY  Murphy  Mrs.  Gardner  Murphy 

Menninger  Foundation 
Topeka,  Kansas 

I love  roads,  and  there  have  been  so  many,  very  different, 
yet  with  a sense  of  continuity  from  early  memories  and 
merged  meanings  over  the  years.  I’ll  select  a few. 

1906:  Four  years  old,  I rode  in  a buggy  with  my  father 
over  the  rolling  land  of  eastern  Iowa  to  my  grandfather’s 
beautiful  farm.  There  I could  wander  in  the  orchards, 
picking  peaches,  plums,  apples,  throwing  away  the  bad 
ones,  keeping  the  good  ones  — and  feeling  blissfully 
independent  in  the  fragrant  world  of  milk,  honey,  clover 
fields,  pines,  as  well  as  orchards,  and  the  indulgent  pride 
of  my  grandparents.  The  warm  voice  of  my  father  reading 
Sidney  Lanier’s  "Marshes  of  Glynn,”  and  my  mother’s  love 
of  Psalms  of  nature  deepened  the  feeling  of  peace  in 
closeness  to  the  trees,  the  land,  the  hills. 

1910:  Riding  the  El  or  '‘street  car”  with  my  minister 
father  on  his  way  to  a guest-sermon  at  some  Chicago  church. 
Chicago  was  complex,  bewildering,  full  of  incredible 
contrasts,  from  the  filth,  saloons,  and  lunging  drunks  of 
Halstead  Street  or  Cottage  Grove  Avenue  to  the  beauty  of 
the  lake  on  days  when  the  waves  crashed  high  against 
the  breakwater.  (Later,  I was  disappointed  by  the  Atlantic 
Ocean  which  I had  imagined  as  being  a hundred  times  more 
beautiful  since  it  was  a hundred  times  wider.  That  taught 
me  "once  and  for  all”  that  bigness  is  in  itself  no  guarantee 
of  any  value).  Poverty  shocked  me  and  I wanted  to  do 
something  for  poor  children. 

1915:  My  first  trip  to  Vassar  was  to  visit  an  older 
friend  when  I was  thirteen  years  old.  I decided  that  I would 
have  to  go  to  that  college  with  the  beautiful  trees,  the 
college  where  you  could  do  independent  work  senior  year  in 
Professor  Mills’  senior  Economics  course!  I did  go,  and  had 
a quadruplet  major,  as  it  were,  in  Economics,  Psychology, 
English  and  Religion.  According  to  grapevine  reports,  I 
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might  have  received  a Fellowship  for  graduate  work  in 
Economics  if  I had  not  insisted  on  music  instead  of  statistics 
my  senior  year  (which  led  to  the  inference  that  my  interest 
in  graduate  work  could  not  be  serious). 

Lacking  a fellowship,  I accepted  a job  in  the  Psychology 
Laboratory  at  Cincinnati  where  I became  swamped  with  the 
difficulties  of  disturbed  and  retarded  children  who  needed 
far  more  help  than  I could  offer  at  that  time  — and  who 
taught  me  much. 

1924:  With  the  idea  of  preparing  for  teaching  of  "normal” 
college  students,  I returned  to  New  York  on  a Fellowship 
at  Union  Theological  Seminary,  specialized  in  Religions  of 
India,  lived  with  my  good  friend  Ruth  Munroe,  who  was 
studying  for  a Ph.  D.  in  Psychology.  She  introduced  me  to 
Gardner  Murphy,  her  exciting  young  instructor  in  the  History 
of  Psychology.  He  loved  mountains,  canoeing,  poetry, 
music  and  painting  along  with  philosophy  and  psychology. 
So  we  joined  paths,  exploring  all  our  shared  ways  and 
married  in  1926.  I finished  my  B.D.  in  1928,  and  began  to 
teach  part  time  at  the  challenging,  new,  small,  beautiful 
Sarah  Lawrence  College  in  a hilly  wooded  area  of  Westchester, 
while  Gardner  continued  at  Columbia  until  he  became  the 
head  of  the  Department  of  Psychology  at  the  City  College  of 
New  York. 

1930:  A midnight  stroll  to  the  hospital  near  our  house 
and  birth  of  our  son  brought  me  back  to  children  as  a major 
interest  as  well  as  joy.  After  the  addition  of  a daughter  in 
1932,  I worked  half  time  until  they  were  in  college,  but 
wound  up  a Ph.  D.  in  Psychology  along  the  way.  Living  in 
Westchester,  and  summers  in  New  Hampshire  or  Colorado 
kept  us  all  close  to  woods  and  mountains  and  music  through 
the  years,  while  our  children  continued  to  teach  me  about 
life  as  I never  learned  it  from  books. 

1950:  Gardner  was  invited  to  take  a UNESCO  as- 

signment in  India  at  the  same  time  I was  invited  to  help 
plan  a Child  Development  Institute  at  Ahmedabad,  India. 
My  background  in  history,  thought  and  religion  in  India  as 
well  as  economics  and  sociology,  contributed  a marvellous 
integration  for  understanding  the  situation.  For  vacation, 
while  there,  of  course  we  spent  a week  in  the  forests  of 
the  Himalayas,  where  from  an  eight  thousand  foot  plateau 
we  looked  out  over  white  Kanshenjunga  and  the  loveliest 
peaks  in  the  world. 

1952:  Gardner  and  I were  both  invited  to  the  Menninger 
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Foundation  where  he  would  be  Director  of  Research  and  I 
was  to  carry  on  research  on  normal  children,  get  psycho- 
analytic training  and  work  with  a few  emotionally  disturbed 
children.  We  found  a delightful  home  in  the  woods  along 
with  colleagues,  visitors  and  friends  from  all  over  the  world 
in  a remarkably  cosmopolitan  and  dedicated  institution.  To 
the  surprise  of  ourselves  and  our  family  in  the  East,  this 
has  been  our  base  for  eleven  years  — a base  from  which 
we’ve  been  able  to  explore  work  with  children  in  England, 
the  Soviet  Union,  Nigeria,  Japan,  Hawaii  — along  with 
keeping  in  touch  with  pioneer  "B.  M.  Institute”  at  Ahmedabad. 

So  the  paths  have  come  together.  Gardner  and  I do  much 
thinking,  writing  — sometimes  even  speeching  together  with 
a joint  concern  for  today’s  young  around  the  world,  and 
joint  delight  in  the  mountains  and  forests  of  our  New 
Hampshire  retreat,  and  in  the  thoughts  and  feelings  our 
children  and  grandchildren  share  with  us. 


Mary  BAXTER  White  Mrs.  Bruce  H.  M.  White 

64  Federal  Street 
Brunswick,  Maine 

We  have  been  down  in  Grenada  (West  Indies)  since 
Bruce  has  had  two  heart  attacks  and  so  has  to  be  in  warm 
weather. 

We  now  have  twenty-three  grandchildren  — Lucy,  our 
class  baby,  has  eight  children;  Bruce,  a junior  at  Arizona 
State,  Ellen,  a freshman  at  Colby  College  in  Waterville, 
Maine  and  Rupert  will  be  entering  Bowdoin  here  in  Brunswick 
next  fall.  The  American  Field  Service  called  Lucy  and 
Frank  and  asked  if  they’d  be  willing  to  take  a boy  from  one 
of  fifty-four  countries  — the  only  expense  would  be  room  and 
board.  The  boy  proved  to  be  from  Egypt,  very  attractive, 
very  smart,  sixteen  years  old,  a senior  in  high  school.  His 
family  telephone  him  almost  every  week  from  Cairo  to  see 
how  he  is! 

Our  oldest  son,  Bruce,  junior,  will  complete  his 
twenty  years  in  the  Air  Force  and  is  at  Roswell,  New 
Mexico,  in  charge  of  an  Atlas  Missile. 

Our  youngest  son,  Houghton,  is  a doctor  interning  at 
Maine  Medical  Center  in  Portland. 

I am  still  holding  forth  with  my  travel  agency  keeping  it 
for  Bruce,  junior,  when  he  retires  since  he  will  have  to  do 
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something  with  his  spare  time.  That  means,  of  course,  that 
I have  to  keep  on  for  four  more  years.  However,  it  is 
lucrative  and  business  is  on  the  increase. 

We  own  a house  on  the  beach  in  Grenada,  so  will  hope 
any  of  the  class  who  are  on  cruises  and  come  to  Grenada 
will  look  us  up.  We  are  there  from  January  10th  until  March 
15th  approximately. 

Tm  leaving  for  Greece  tomorrow  to  meet  a client  and 
from  there  will  meet  three  more  in  Amsterdam.  Then  home 
April  30th!  What  a life!  It’s  never  dull. 

My  best  to  all  of  ’23- 


Mary  Scudder  BEECHER  40  Huntington  Street 

New  Haven,  Connecticut 

Considering  how  very  full  of  a number  of  things  the 
world  has  been  since  1923,  the  even  tenor  of  my  way  — 
healthy,  busy,  interested,  warmed  with  good  memories  and 
friends  — seems  hardly  Vassar  noteworthy.  However,  since 
first  grade,  there  has  been  no  denying  little  Betty  Cannon 
and  her  big  braids.  So,  here  are  my  forty-plus  year  facts. 

In  the  Twenties,  circulation  department  of  the  Yale 
Review,  frequent  long  summers  abroad,  a leisurely  cruise 
around  the  world.  In  the  Thirties,  research  for  a New  York 
advertising  agency,  and  engineering  a Fiftieth  Anniversary 
celebration  for  the  Mary  C.  Wheeler  School,  Providence, 
Rhode  Island.  From  1940  to  1957  crossing  and  recrossing 
the  length  and  breadth  of  the  country  as  Director  of  Ad- 
missions, Bennett  College,  Millbrook,  New  York.  In  1957, 
called  back  to  New  Haven  by  the  failing  health  of  my 
eighty-five  year  old  parents,  both  recently  deceased  at 
ages  eighty-nine  and  ninety-two.  Now  1964  finds  me,  after 
seven  pretty  confining  years,  impatient  to  come  out  of 
retirement  for  at  least  another  decade. 

Alice  BELL  Lewis  Mrs.  Edward  J.  Lewis 

Top  O’  The  Hills 
Newport,  Vermont 

Three  months  after  graduation,  after  a final  summer  as 
a camp  counselor,  and  a month’s  travel  "seeing  the  U.S.A.” 
along  with  Hopi,  I went  to  work  doing  statistics  for  the  New 
York  Telephone  Company,  but  succumbed  to  matrimony  by 
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the  following  June  and  settled  in  to  being  the  proverbial 
housewife,  adding  four  children  in  eight  years.  We  had  a 
home  in  "suburbia”  (New  Jersey)  with  the  usual  commuting 
schedules,  children’s  and  church  activities.  I captained  a 
Senior  Girl  Scout  troop  for  five  years  for  extra-curricular. 

In  1939  my  husband’s  health  broke  badly  and  we  took 
the  bull  by  the  horns  and  jumped  madly  into  space,  buying 
a tourist  home  in  the  Vermont  we  loved  — far  from  the  traffic 
and  trials  of  Wall  Street.  It  was  a jolt  for  the  children,  aged 
seven,  nine,  eleven  and  thirteen  as  they  were  then  exposed 
to  the  old  standards  of  the  three  R’s,  discipline  and  Yankee 
ingenuity.  The  war  came  bringing  gasoline  rationing  and  no 
income.  So  for  four  years,  I took  to  raising  chickens  (for 
eggs  and  meat);  growing,  peddling  and  canning  vegetables 
from  my  garden;  substitute  teaching  in  high  school  and 
knitting  to  order!  In  1945  and  ’46  we  upgraded  our  business 
to  Guest  House  status  and  built  up  a meal  business  with  a 
good  reputation.  Meanwhile  the  daughters  leaped  into 
matrimony  with  the  return  of  the  overseas  forces,  and  the 
boys  became  old  enough  to  do  their  stint  for  Uncle  Sam. 

At  this  point  my  husband  died  and  I was  left  with  the 
need  to  earn  a living.  So,  I elected  to  stay  on  in  the  little 
business  we  had  built,  expanding  to  motels  as  the  trend 
spread  north.  I spent  the  winters  being  a good  grandmother, 
helping  out  across  the  continent  as  the  tribe  increased.  I 
had  announced  that  I would  be  on  call  winters  only  and, 
believe  it  or  not,  eight  of  the  first  twelve  were  born  in  the 
off  season.  So  I flew  back  and  forth  with  the  stork  three 
times  to  California.  The  boys  were  married  now  and  all  four 
families  went  back  to  college  after  marriage.  Those  free  and 
near  helped  me  summers. 

I finally  called  a halt  to  this  and  found  myself  involved 
in  the  new  and  nearby  ski  area.  Having  admired  Jay  Peak 
from  my  window  for  years,  it  seemed  logical  to  go  from 
Top  O’  The  Hills  to  the  top  of  the  mountain!  This  took  me 
from  November  to  May  each  season  and  was  excellent 
timing.  I was  to  help  the  young  Austrian  manager  who  spoke 
little  English  but  learned  quickly  and  who  had  terrific 
energy  and  drive  and  know-how.  I found  myself  caught  in 
the  swing  of  an  exciting  new  development  and  an  association 
with  young  people  and  the  great  out-of-doors.  I had  and 
still  have  a challenging  boss  who  stimulates  me  to  keep 
on  my  toes,  enjoy  pioneering  and  adapt  quickly  to  any 
change.  I am  now  his  assistant  manager  and  at  fifty-six,  I 
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even  started  to  ski!  — not  as  a racer  but  for  outdoor  recreation 
and  good  health. 

I still  run  the  motel  and  the  big  Vermont  home  is  a 
favorite  spot  in  the  summers  for  the  sixteen  grandchildren 
who  live  in  more  citified  areas  and  who  come  to  work  with 
and  for  Granny  and  earn  enough  to  come  back  in  the  snow 
season  to  Grammy’s  little  A-frame  winter  chalet  on  the 
mountain  road  to  ski. 

I still  love  Vermont  and  keep  in  excellent  health  and 
fine  spirits,  proof  that  hard  work  doesn’t  hurt  you  especially 
if  it’s  interesting.  I don’t  travel  very  far,  usually  one  short 
sortie  each  fall  to  check  in  on  the  four  families  and  count 
grandchildren’s  noses  so  as  to  keep  track  of  their  growth 
and  interests.  Two  boys  will  be  heading  for  college  in 
another  year,  and  the  youngest  is  two  and  a half. 

I am  always  happy  to  see  members  of  ’23  and  other 
Vassarites  who  come  to  Vermont,  either  summer  or  winter 
or  for  foliage.  I feel  quite  ageless  myself,  and  look  forward 
to  the  next  reunion  and  catching  up  on  the  last  five  years. 
I hope  to  keep  even  closer  in  touch  with  college  if  my 
twelve  year  old  granddaughter’s  dream  to  go  to  Vassar 
materializes. 


Florence  BENNET  Pierce  Mrs.  Allin  H.  Pierce 

3700  University  Avenue  N.W. 
Washington  16,  D.C. 

The  roads  I have  traveled  since  1923  have  led  from 
library  work  in  Evanston,  Illinois  and  a job  with  Redbook 
Magazine  in  Chicago,  to  secretarial  work  in  New  York. 
Then  came  marriage  to  a lawyer,  five  years  in  Westchester 
County,  and  moving  back  to  Chicago  where  we  lived  in 
Kenilworth  on  the  North  Shore  for  twelve  years.  In  1955  my 
husband  was  appointed  a Judge  in  the  Tax  Court  of  the 
United  States  and  we  came  to  Washington. 

Our  daughter  is  a Smith  graduate  of  1962  and  is  working 
in  New  York  City.  Our  son  expects  to  graduate  in  June, 
1964,  from  Dartmouth  and  plans  to  study  law.  I do  some 
work  with  church  and  clubs  in  the  District  and  also  travel 
with  my  husband  when  he  holds  Court  in  various  cities  all 
over  the  United  States. 
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Frances  BICKNELL  Taylor  Mrs.  V.  Corydon  Taylor 

19200  South  Park  Boulevard 
Cleveland  22,  Ohio 

(Note:  Marion  Warmington  Kling  kindly  sent  this  in.  ECvD.) 

"Frannie  and  Cory  left  yesterday  for  a trip  to  the  Orient 
returning  to  the  States  in  May.  They  frequently  visit  Nassau 
where  her  daughter  Peggy  Jones  lives  with  her  husband  and 
five  children.  The  others  live  in  Cleveland  — total  grand- 
children, twelve.” 


Anne  BINGHAM  Lord  Mrs.  Herbert  G.  Lord 

41  Canoe  Brook  Road 
Short  Hills,  New  Jersey 

I was  the  subject  of  my  granddaughter’s  first  school 
theme.  She  wrote,  "Nana  goes  around  picking  up.”  True 
enough,  and  it  might  serve  as  my  epitaph  but  won’t  look 
very  impressive  in  "The  Book.”  My  other  activities  are  far 
from  spectacular,  but  I will  enumerate  a few  in  an  attempt 
to  save  face  and  take  up  space. 

Volunteer  work  over  these  many  years  has  involved  me 
in  innumerable  organizations  ranging  from  Junior  League 
through  P.T.A.  and  school  board  to  hospitals,  Visiting 
Nurse,  Red  Cross  and  political  organizations.  I have  served 
as  president,  treasurer  (my  favorite),  campaign  chairman, 
legislative  chairman,  or  what  have  you.  As  chairman  of  the 
occupational  therapy  committee  of  the  League,  I became 
interested  in  rehabilitation  work  and  started  the  first 
workshop  for  the  handicapped  in  the  state.  It  is  still 
functioning  and  so  am  I. 

My  husband  has  retired  from  Wall  Street,  our  children 
are  married  and  live  near  us.  They  and  their  enchanting 
young  are  a constant  source  of  joy  — and  activity.  Another 
increasing  pleasure  is  Reading  Club  — a weekly  gathering 
of  dear  and  time-tested  friends.  Herbie  and  I enjoy  working 
outdoors  on  our  place  and  love  to  travel.  We  do  quite  a lot 
of  both. 

If  I should  prove  to  be  a late  bloomer,  I’ll  let  you  know  — 
or,  better  yet,  you  can  read  about  me  in  the  papers. 
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Eleanor  J.  BLISS 


4646  East  Belleview 
Littleton,  Colorado 


(Note:  Eleanor  received  her  B.A.  1924  from  Smith 
where,  naturally,  all  her  loyalties  center.  However,  she 
sends  in  her  business  as  real  estate  in  Denver  and  her 
hobby  raising  Appaloosa  horses  — which  sounds  enchanting. 
Her  summer  address  is  Sky-High  Ranch,  Steamboat  Springs, 
Colorado.  ECvD.) 

Marguerite  BOORAEM  Shore  Road 

Greenwich,  Connecticut 

When  I left  college  I promised  myself  that  of  all  possible 
careers,  I would  never  choose  teaching.  Heaven  forbid! 
Within  two  years  I found  myself  doing  just  that,  and  what’s 
more,  enjoying  it.  My  main  field  has  been  High  School 
Mathematics  and  what  a revolution  has  occurred  in  this 
area  during  these  many  years.  It  has  been  exciting  and 
intensely  interesting  work.  I also  did  a six  year  stint  in 
administrative  work  on  my  second  assignment,  but  I returned 
to  teaching  by  choice.  It  is  really  much  more  fun. 

I found  one  thing  important  to  me.  I felt  that  it  was  vital 
to  good  teaching  to  take  time  out  every  six  or  eight  years  to 
spend  a year  doing  something  else.  It  seemed  the  best  way 
to  avoid  dehydration.  So  I "took”  my  years  off,  as  private 
schools  provide  for  no  sabbatical  leaves.  During  these 
breaks,  I did  graduate  work  in  Mathematics  and  Economics 
at  Columbia,  and  an  M.A.  in  English  at  Radcliffe.  A back- 
ground in  the  Humanities  is  valuable  in  handling  and  in 
understanding  people.  I also  took  a two  year  break  during 
the  war  to  work  with  the  American  Red  Cross  Hospital 
Service.  I was  assigned  to  an  Air  Corps  Rehabilitation 
Center  in  this  country,  to  a General  Army  Hospital  and  a 
Field  Hospital  in  France,  and  to  a Navy  Communications 
Center  in  the  Pacific. 

Many  summers  have  been  spent  in  travel  throughout 
Europe  and  the  British  Isles  on  bicycle  trips,  by  car,  etc. 
One  recent  trip  was  on  a freighter  through  the  Panama 
Canal,  a wonderful  way  to  travel  when  time  is  of  no  con- 
sideration. Now  that  I have  decided  to  stop  teaching  and 
enjoy  a life  of  leisure,  I shall  certainly  start  wandering  some 
more.  The  rest  of  the  time  our  lovely  Vermont  hills  lure  me 
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to  my  erstwhile  summer  home  in  West  Newbury.  It  is  a 
sweet  place,  built  after  the  depression,  and  by  easy  stages 
I have  converted  it  into  a sound  year-round  home.  Come  to 
see  me  there.  It  is  just  off  Route  5,  about  thirty  miles 
north  of  Hanover,  New  Hampshire. 

Because  of  creaking  joints,  I have  substituted  golf  for 
tennis  with  just  as  much  enthusiasm.  I have  found  excellent 
music  and  art  centers  available  in  the  cities  in  which  I 
have  been  teaching,  like  Baltimore  and  New  Haven.  In  New 
Haven,  I have  spent  the  last  ten  years  living  with  Peg 
Woodford  Paradise,  ’23,  during  the  school  year  and  it  has 
been  wonderful.  Volunteer  work  for  church,  hospital,  YWCA, 
the  Board  of  Trustees  at  Rosemary  Hall,  etc.,  have  filled 
in  chinks  of  time  here  and  there.  But  best  of  all  has  been 
the  steady  enrichment  of  living  contributed  by  friends,  old 
and  new. 
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Grace  E.  BOURNE 


54  Fernwood  Road 
Hamden,  Connecticut 


When  I left  Vassar  College,  furthest  from  my  mind  was 
the  idea  of  a career  in  the  business  world;  particularly  in 
the  field  of  banking. 

A short  period  of  time  in  a social  welfare  organization 
was  sufficient  to  indicate  that  that  was  not  my  field.  However, 
that  association  brought  to  me  the  inspiration  and  guidance 
of  a friend  with  wide  business  experience  who  was  instru- 
mental in  my  venture  into  banking.  Through  good  fortune,  I 
was  enabled  to  begin  as  an  extra  "hand”  in  a small  but 
growing  trust  department  in  the  leading  commercial  bank 
in  my  home  city. 

With  trust  assets  then  of  only  $3,900,000,  this 
department  now  administers  assets  of  over  $176,000,000 
with  a staff  of  fifteen  officers. 

Changes  in  economic  conditions,  affecting  particularly 
problems  of  estate  administration,  trust  fund  investment 
and  personal  financial  planning,  have  made  the  work 
increasingly  and  personally  rewarding.  The  demands  of 
personal  trust  work  are  broad  and  varied:  one  is  brought  in 
close  and  intimate  association  with  persons  in  all  walks 
of  life  and  is  given  the  opportunity  to  render  a service 
beyond  the  demands  of  the  business  relationships. 

Recognition  and  advancement  came  with  the  rapid 
growth  of  the  department,  bringing  me  to  my  present  post  as 
Vice  President  in  charge  of  estate  settlement,  administration 
of  trusts  under  wills,  and  other  fiduciary  appointments  under 
the  jurisdiction  of  the  Probate  Courts. 

From  this  long  and  rewarding  experience  I feel  impelled 
to  say  that  trust  banking  presents  an  area  of  endeavor 
worthy  of  the  young  woman  graduate’s  serious  consideration. 


Elizabeth  BRADLEE  Perry  Mrs.  Roger  Perry 

112  Dudley  Street 
Brookline  46,  Massachusetts 

The  years  since  our  graduation  in  1923  have  been  full 
and  very  satisfying.  Marriage  in  September,  followed  by  the 
birth  of  the  first  of  our  three  children  in  July  1924  kept  me 
more  in  the  home  than  in  the  outside  world  for  a while. 
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Still  there  was  always  time  to  take  part  in  various  church 
and  community  affairs,  and,  as  the  children  grew  up,  volunteer 
work  in  the  Red  Cross  and  in  the  Children’s  Hospital 
Medical  Center  occupied  more  and  more  of  my  time.  After 
the  war,  I gave  up  the  Red  Cross  work,  but  continued  at 
Children’s  Hospital  both  as  a volunteer  and  as  a member 
of  the  Executive  Committee  of  the  hospital.  In  fact,  I am 
still  active  in  these  capacities. 

Meanwhile  our  family  has  grown  up.  Our  daughter  is 
director  of  the  nursery  and  kindergarten  of  a nearby  private 
school,  the  two  boys  are  married,  and  as  they  both  live  in 
the  Boston  area,  we  are  enjoying  our  six  grandchildren.  We 
are  looking  forward  to  a seventh  this  month. 

Several  summers  ago,  we  had  a gorgeous  trip  to 
California.  We  also  spent  two  glorious  weeks  in  Jasper 
National  Park,  Canada,  one  other  summer  recently.  But  most 
of  our  travel  has  been  limited  to  short  trips  here  in  the 
east  where  we  are  thoroughly  familiar  with  the  beauties  of 
New  England,  especially  the  White  Mountains,  the  Green 
Mountains  and  the  Maine  Coast. 

The  years  have  sped  by  all  too  quickly  and  my  greatest 
regret  is  that  I have  not  seen  more  of  my  many  college 
friends.  My  thoughts  go  out  to  them  now  as  they  have  so 
often  in  the  past. 


Elizabeth  BROCK  Beck  Mrs.  Edgar  C.  Beck 

33  Gates  Circle 
Buffalo,  New  Yoik 

When  I graduated  from  Vassar,  my  mother,  brimming 
with  pride  and  confident  that  our  community  was  searching 
for  young  women  like  me,  offered  my  services  as  a volunteer 
to  the  head  of  a local  social  agency.  The  woman  asked, 
"Can  your  daughter  type?”  and  when  informed  that  this 
skill  was  not  among  the  many  which  I possessed,  she 
rejected  me. 

In  spite  of  this  setback  to  my  career,  I eventually  found 
my  way  into  the  Psychological  Clinic  of  a children’s  agency 
where  I worked  until  my  marriage. 

My  husband  is  a physician,  an  internist,  who  is  very 
much  interested  in  medical  education.  We  have  two  married 
daughters,  one  living  in  the  New  York  area,  the  other  in 
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San  Francisco,  and  two  grandchildren,  a boy  of  six  and  a 
girl  of  eight  who  have  afforded  us  some  of  the  greatest  joys 
of  our  lives. 

As  I review  the  pattern  of  the  last  forty  years,  I realize 
that  I have  probably  been  doing  about  the  same  things  that 
my  contemporaries  from  Vassar  and  her  sister  colleges  have 
been  doing  during  this  period.  There  is  nothing  very  dis- 
tinctive about  working  for  the  Girl  Scouts,  the  United  Fund, 
the  Children’s  Hospital,  the  Community  Welfare  Council,  or 
in  serving  the  Interceptor  Command  during  the  War,  or  in 
writing  radio  speeches  to  stimulate  home  improvements 
during  the  Depression. 

I have  sold  thousands  of  pounds  of  pecans  to  help  send 
a number  of  outstanding  girls  from  Western  New  York  to 
Vassar,  though  I seem  in  the  process  to  have  developed  an 
allergy  to  this  type  of  nut. 

At  present  my  only  activities  are  in  the  field  of  the 
Aging,  and  with  my  first-hand  experience,  1 should  be  able 
to  make  a contribution  here. 

In  the  last  ten  years  my  husband  and  I have  done  a fair 

amount  of  traveling,  and  we  hope  in  the  years  ahead  to  do 

more  and  more. 

My  great  regret  as  I look  back  is,  of  course,  that  I was 

ten  years  too  early  to  be  a member  of  the  Group. 

(Elizabeth  adds,  "You  see  that  I never  did  learn  to  type.” 
But  she  has  a very  legible  hand!  ECvD.) 


Lesley  BROWN  Wilcox  Mrs.  Woodford  L.  Wilcox 

29  Calumet  Road 
Winchester,  Massachusetts 

My  productive  life  after  V.C.  lasted  only  the  seven 
years  before  I was  married,  when  I was  Bibliographer  at 
the  Gray  Herbarium  of  Harvard  University.  From  then  on  I 
became  the  typical  suburban  housewife,  rearing,  educating, 
marrying  and  grandmothering  my  two  children.  My  chemistry 
major  served  only  to  measure  baby  formulas.  Meanwhile 
I’ve  sandwiched  in  all  the  usual  civic  duties  of  working  for 
the  many  local  charities  and  political  parties,  being  on  their 
Boards  and  drives,  with  especial  interest  in  unmarried 
mothers  through  the  Florence  Crittenton  Mission. 

My  life  has  been  thoroughly  enjoyable  in  spite  of  no 
worldshaking  achievements.  My  intellectual  interests  lie 
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mostly  in  theatre  and  opera,  and  the  local  College  Club.  I 
had  my  first  experience  in  producing  an  amateur  play  this 
fall.  At  heart  I am  still  an  outdoor  lover,  with  long  hikes 
through  the  woods  winter  and  summer  with  my  husband,  and 
I swim  in  water  of  any  temperature  definitely  without  him! 
We  climb  at  least  one  mountain  each  year  of  the  just  under 
4,000  foot  class,  and  I spend  a week  each  February  in  the 
Mountains  of  New  Hampshire  skiing  with  my  son  and  his 
wife.  My  skiing  style  over  the  years  has  deteriorated  from 
clumsy  to  impossible!  Dick  and  I still  rattle  around  in  our 
thirteen  room  house  which  we  keep  so  the  "kids”  and  five 
"grandkids”  can  come  home  to  visit. 

As  I look  out  just  now  on  a raging  New  England  blizzard 
(which  I love)  I realize  I have  adored  every  minute  of  the 
past  and  am  looking  forward  to  an  equally  happy  (but 
hopefully  not  too  prolonged)  future. 


Marguerite  BROWN  Bachrodt  Mrs.  John  C.  Bachrodt 

250  Woodland  Drive 
Barrington,  Illinois 

My  name  was  changed  to  Mrs.  Bachrodt  in  a very  quiet 
wedding  on  January  18th,  1964.  After  all,  I do  have  six 
grandchildren,  five  of  whom  are  members  of  my  daughter’s 
family  in  Denver,  Colorado  and  one  belonging  to  my  son  in 
Springfield,  Illinois. 

After  ten  years  of  working  as  a professional  in  Girl 
Scouting,  I resigned  January  1st  and  have  resumed  domestic 
life,  expecting  to  be  golfing , bowling  and  bridging  with  my 
new  husband.  We  stopped  to  see  Mary  Paulding  Childs  in 
Vero  Beach,  Florida,  while  on  our  wedding  trip  last  week. 
(This  was  written  in  January,  1964.) 

In  the  meantime,  combining  two  households  into  one  is 
quite  a different  sort  of  job  - need  any  furniture? 


Elizabeth  R.  BROWNELL  Woodwinds 

G2V  Ranch 
Wilson,  Wyoming 


What  is  there  to  write  about  Betty  Brownell?  No  husband, 
no  children,  no  grandchildren  (although  a great-aunt  twenty- 
three  times  and  a great-great-aunt  once).  No  books  written, 
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no  poems  published.  No  official  positions  in  community 
offices  or  worthy  causes.  No  picture  in  Time  Magazine;  no 
appearance  on  television  and  only  twice  on  radio.  So  — 
cui  bono,  Brownie?  But  a happy  life  for  a’  that. 

From  Oneonta  High  School  to  Vassar  and  Millsy’s 
courses  in  economics  and  sociology.  Then  to  Karlova 
Universita  in  Prague  where  they  gave  me  a Ph.D.  for  a 
thesis  about  the  Krkonose  Mountaineers.  Two  years  in  the 
Jan  Hus  Neighborhood  House  in  New  York,  and  ten  months 
in  the  Aukland,  New  Zealand,  YWCA  made  me  realize  that  I 
was  not  a born  group  leader  or  social  worker.  On  my  return 
from  New  Zealand  in  1929,  I taught  Latin  in  the  Oneonta 
High  School  Summer  School,  then  had  a few  months  with 
the  League  of  Nations  Association  writing  a study  program 
on  international  relations,  before  the  crash  of  October  and 
"reduction  in  force”.  Luck  again,  to  serve  the  new 
Encyclopedia  of  the  Social  Sciences  as  researcher  and 
bibliographer  from  "D”  to  "Z”.  Then  in  1934,  the  New  Deal 
and  work  with  the  Division  of  Press  Intelligence,  analyzing 
public  opinion  and  subject-indexing  the  public  papers  of 
President  Roosevelt. 

In  1938,  with  eyes  exhausted  from  newsprint,  I gratefully 
accepted  Prexy’s  offer  to  come  back  to  Vassar  to  help 
prepare  for  the  75th  Anniversary  and  its  two  million  dollar 
fund.  From  that  busy  campaign  and  from  subsequent  years 
with  Comptroller  George  T.  Welch,  I learned  much  about 
figures  and  college  financing. 

Came  the  war,  and  I returned  to  Washington  to  enter 
the  anonymous  and  "secure”  world  of  the  Signal  Corps, 
where  I remained  for  twenty  years  under  various  agency 
names  and  job  titles  (but  ask  me  not  what  I did!).  Retirement 
in  1963  took  me  to  my  summer  cabin  in  the  Tetons,  and  for 
this  first  winter  of  freedom  to  sunny  Tucson.  Here  I’ve 
come  full  cycle,  for  Dr.  Bowers,  head  of  the  Sociology 
Department  at  the  University  of  Arizona,  has  appointed  me 
Research  Associate  on  an  interesting  four-month  project. 

No  matter  how  diverse,  all  jobs  provided  experience 
useful  in  later  jobs  — how  often  have  I quoted  Anne 
Cleveland:  "Everything  correlates”.  My  brother  used  to  call 
me  an  "odd  job  specialist”,  and,  frankly,  I have  reveled  in 
the  dilettante’s  joy  in  seeing  new  countries  (twenty-six)  and 
the  States  (forty -seven);  in  climbing  the  Tatras  of 
Czechoslovakia,  the  Southern  Alps  of  New  Zealand,  and  the 
Tetons  of  Wyoming;  in  trying  to  paint  landscapes  and 
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portraits;  in  hunting  and  polishing  rocks;  in  identifying  new 
flowers  and  birds  of  mountains  or  desert;  and  best  of  all,  in 
finding  old  and  new  friends  wherever  the  rolling  stone 
paused.  On  arrival  in  Tucson  last  month,  for  example,  I was 
delighted  to  find  Bernice  Walkley  Porter  and  Teddy  Hatch 
Terry  of  ’23- 

If  you  come  to  Jackson  Hole  between  May  and  October  — 
and  who  doesn’t  these  days?  look  me  up  at  Woodwinds. 


Jessica  BUNKER  Valentine  Mrs.  Charles  A.  Valentine 

1008  Lancaster  Avenue 
Rosemont,  Pennsylvania 

Here’s  a far  from  dazzling  report  from  a frivolous  and 
follow-your-instincts  member  of  the  semi-professional, 
hardworking  and  undistinguished  sector  of  1923. 

My  road  led  soon  to  marriage  to  an  old  Vassar  beau, 
Charlie  Valentine.  Westchester  County,  Detroit,  Princeton 
and  a Depression  haven  in  my  old  Nantucket  home,  led  us 
to  a Florida  trip.  We  stopped  over  night  in  Chapel  Hill,  North 
Carolina.  There  we  stayed  for  over  twenty  years.  That’s 
what  I call  Southern  hospitality.  There  was  born  our  Southern 
son,  Paul  West,  younger  brother  to  Princeton-born  Charles 
III.  A Civil  War  in  the  family:  they  still  speak  with  different 
accents  but  they  understand  each  other.  Val,  twice  married, 
teaches  Anthropology  and  lives  now  on  a Fullbright  in 
Australia  and  New  Guinea.  Paul,  married  and  father  of  a 
small  girl  and  a baby  boy,  is  a reporter,  dedicated  and 
beaverish,  on  Ralph  McGill’s  Atlanta  paper.  He  does  some 
free-lance  writing  too;  and  follows  his  father’s  gifted  way  of 
writing  words  and  music  — and  singing  to  a guitar  — enter- 
taining ballads  full  of  wit  and  social  commentary. 

In  Chapel  Hill  I became  the  manager  of  the  University 
Book  Shop,  somewhere  along  the  way  earning  a degree  in 
Library  Science.  But  Bookselling  is  my  metier;  and  here  I 
am,  widowed  by  cancer,  running  the  College  Book  Shop,  at 
Bryn  Mawr,  and  living  quite  alone  in  a crumbly  but  flowery 
little  house  on  Philadelphia’s  Main  Line.  Vassar’s  Vocational 
Bureau  got  me  my  present  job  — from  which  nothing  but 
decrepitude  and  old  age  crotchets  can  probably  ever  pry  me. 
I dabble  in  local  Democratic  politics,  go  to  dancing  class, 
not  folk , play  tournament  bridge  and  enjoy  the  plays,  music, 
art  and  other  delights  of  Philadelphia  whose  benefits  and 
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leisurely  pace  just  suit  me,  a one-time  frantic  New  Yorker. 

I don’t  believe  it,  but  I like  to  think  Vassar  steadied 
my  interest  in  books  and  research,  and  my  nature  impelled 
me  on  the  way  to  the  joy  of  getting  Books  and  People 
together. 

So  there  you  have  one  undistinguished  alumna  working 
full  time  for  her  living  in  an  academic  atmosphere —widowed 
in  1959  — mother  of  two  sons  — twice  a grandmother  — still 
in  love  with  Life  and  Books  and  Garden  and  simple  pleasures 
and  most  people. 

Winifred  BURR  Barringer  Mrs.  Victor  C.  Barringer,  Jr. 

3040  Foxhall  Road,  N.W., 
Washington  16,  D.C. 

A year  after  graduation,  I plunged  into  the  world  of 
business  via  the  secretarial  route,  aided  by  a finishing 
course  at  Katharine  Gibbs  School.  First  in  New  York  for 
several  years,  and  then  in  Boston  for  another  thirty-four,  I 
stuck  to  this  course.  My  job  as  secretary  to  the  President  of 
New  England  Mutual  Life  Insurance  Company  was  a 
fascinating  one,  and  culminated  in  an  opportunity  as 
Assistant  Secretary  of  the  Company  to  do  most  interesting 
work  as  manager  of  Policyholder  Relations. 

Outside  activities  during  those  years  included  war  work 
as  nurses’  aide,  air  raid  warden,  and  plane  spotter;  college 
interests  as  president  of  the  Boston  Vassar  Club,  and 
chairman  of  Alumnae  Fund. 

In  1954  my  feet  began  itching  and  bi-annually  thereafter 
I took  a trip.  Hawaii,  Mexico,  the  European  grand  circle 
swing,  a Mediterranean  cruise  which  included  twenty-one 
ports,  and  a North  Cape  cruise  which  included  Russia  — all 
these  helped  broaden  my  horizon. 

In  1962  my  life  changed  completely.  I retired  from 
business,  and  joined  the  Navy  by  marrying  a retired  Rear 
Admiral  (widower)  with  two  grown  children  and  three  grand- 
children. A niece  pointed  out  that  in  a few  short  minutes  I 
became  a bride,  a wife,  a mother  and  a grandmother.  Our 
home  is  in  Washington,  D.C.,  but  we  spend  summers  on 
Cape  Cod,  a part  of  the  winter  in  California  with  the  grand- 
children, and  are  contemplating  another  European  trip  in 

1964. 

As  ’23’s  Class  Fund  Chairman  since  I960,  I have 
enjoyed  my  opportunities  to  say  "please”  and  "thank-you”. 
Ours  is  a generous  and  loyal  class  to  represent! 
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Theodosia  BURTON  Stewart  Mrs.  George  Stewart 

100  Codornices  Road 
Berkeley  8,  California 

George  retired  a year  ago  in  June  1962  and  received 
an  honorary  degree  from  the  University  of  California  in  June 
’63-  He  no  longer  teaches  but  writes  as  much  as  ever.  He 
has  a new  book  "Committee  of  Vigilance”  (Houghton-Mifflin) 
coming  out  in  June. 

I am  still  — after  ten  years  — on  the  faculty  of  the 
School  of  Social  Welfare  where  my  title  is  consultant.  I am 
on  leave  second  semester  — that’s  how  I got  off  now.  (This 
came  from  Australia  where  my  inquiry  found  Ted  on  a five 
month’s  trip  around  the  South  Pacific.  ECvD.) 

Our  daughter  is  married,  lives  in  San  Francisco,  has 
two  girls  and  a boy.  Her  husband  is  in  labor  relations.  Our 
son  and  his  wife  both  have  Ph.D.’s  from  Stanford.  He  is  a 
geologist  with  the  United  States  Geological  Survey.  They 
have  one  very  new  son,  and  live  in  Palo  Alto.  He  is  doing 
research  in  Nevada  about  half  the  time. 


Elizabeth  CANNON  van  Dyke  Mrs.  Tertius  van  Dyke 

Washington,  Connecticut 

My  roads  have  led  in  pleasant  places;  a few  S curves,  a 
cul  de  sac  now  and  then,  an  alarming  descent  and  long 
climb  back,  but  wide  views  at  the  tops  of  the  hills,  woodsey 
lanes  and  sunny  stretches  most  of  the  way. 

I have  been  the  wife  of  a Presbyterian  minister  in  New 
York,  a Congregational  minister,  headmaster  of  a boys’ 
school  and  dean  of  a theological  seminary  in  Connecticut, 
the  president  of  the  Maine  Sea  Coast  Missionary  Society  in 
Maine,  a fisherman  and  a golfer.  I have  also  been  the 
mother  of  his  three  children  and  the  grandmother  of  his 
twelve  grandchildren,  few  of  whom,  unless  the  rules  change, 
will  be  eligible  for  Vassar.  Our  V.C.  ’47  daughter  produced 
five  boys  and  one  girl;  our  V.C.  ’55  daughter-in-law  added 
two  girls  and  one  boy  and  our  Danish  daughter-in-law  has 
contributed  two  boys  and  one  girl. 

Along  the  way  I’ve  been  occupied  in  being  a hostess 
for  many  friends  and  much  family,  in  taking  almost  any  part 
in  amateur  dramatics  and  in  all  sorts  of  the  usual  good 
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works.  Eleanor  Taft  Tilton  once  said  in  regard  to  the 
various  organizations  with  which  I was  connected  that  she 
would  love  to  see  me  "rotate  off  a board”.  During  the  war 
I wore  out  my  feet  as  a nurse’s  aide,  being  in  the  class 
just  after  Youngster’s  in  Princeton.  Except  for  a brief 
stint  as  a church  secretary  and  as  a teacher  of  phonetics, 
my  efforts  have  not  been  worth  anyone’s  cash.  Deplorable, 
but  entirely  understandable. 

Shortly  after  his  retirement  my  husband  died.  I have 
continued  to  live  in  the  hillside  house  we  had  just  built  on 
the  edge  of  (not  yet  in)  a wild  life  sanctuary.  Here  in  this 
village  I am  still  doing  plays,  watching  birds,  tending 
plants,  busy  with  Vassar  Club  and  church  work.  I’ve  added 
American  Field  Service,  Civil  Rights  and  Great  Books  and 
of  course  knitting  and  sewing  for  the  grandchildren. 

When  my  older  son  was  married  in  Denmark  in  1959,  the 
other  two  children  plus  spouses  and  I joined  the  party.  I 
kept  on  around  Europe,  having  about  ten  days  with  Val  in 
France  and  Switzerland.  Three  years  later  I went  back 
adding  Greece,  Turkey  and  Yugo-Slavia.  It  was  fun  meeting 
June  Moore  Dunn  on  a boat  going  up  the  Dalmatian  coast 
and  seeing  Margit  Wohlfahrt  Miolic  in  Zagreb. 

I seem  to  find  more  and  more  interest  in  people,  less  in 
organizations,  more  in  animals  and  birds.  Nothing  I like 
better  than  a good  conversation  with  old  and  young,  before 
an  open  fire  with  a dog  or  two  listening  in  and  the  snow 
whispering  outside.  Bring  your  pipe  and  join  Val  and  me 
almost  any  winter  evening. 


Catherine  CHAMPLAIN  Baldwin  Mrs.  Catherine  C.  Baldwin 

584  Orange  Center  Road 
Orange,  Connecticut 

After  graduation  my  first  job  was  in  a bank,  followed 
by  a fling  at  Social  Service  work  until  my  marriage.  This 
marriage  unfortunately  ended  in  divorce. 

During  World  War  II,  I was  initiated  into  the  art  of 
growing  vegetables  in  a Victory  Garden.  Gardening  has 
continued  to  be  a hobby  down  through  the  years,  though 
flowers  have  long  since  replaced  vegetables  in  importance. 
Following  the  war  came  a long  and  most  pleasant  association 
with  Yale,  first  with  work  on  a part  time  basis,  then  full 
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time  employment  as  executive  secretary  in  the  Department 
of  University  Health  until  my  resignation  in  I960. 

Though  none  of  the  above  mentioned  occupations  brought 
me  fame  nor  fortune,  each  venture  was  rewarding  in  its 
own  particular  way.  I am  now  again  a "lady  of  leisure” 
living  with  my  mother  in  Orange,  Connecticut. 

A trip  to  Europe  a few  years  after  graduation  was  a 
memorable  one,  particularly  as  one  of  the  first  persons  I 
bumped  into  on  the  boat  was  Nancy  Purdy  Greene.  And 
later  a trip  to  Bermuda  with  Elaine  Heller  Blount  was  likewise 
a most  happy  sojourn. 

My  record  would  not  be  complete  without  mention  of  my 
roommate,  Ruth  Bachelder  Friedberg.  Literally  and 
figuratively  we  traveled  many  roads  together,  and  her  death 
meant  the  loss  of  a fine  person  and  a true  friend. 


Laura  CHENEY  Bushby  Mrs.  Wilkie  Bushby 

Deer  Park 

Greenwich,  Connecticut 

I seem  to  be  jogging  along  in  the  same  little  track  I’ve 
been  in  for  twenty  years.  We  still  live  in  Greenwich,  Conn., 
in  the  same  house.  My  husband  commutes  daily  to  New  York 
to  the  same  law  office.  My  son,  Jim,  likewise  a lawyer  in 
New  York,  and  my  daughter  Anne,  Vassar  ’54,  are  both 
married  and  living  here  in  Greenwich,  too.  Five  grandchildren 
to  date,  none  of  whom  seems  to  have  proper  respect  for  my 
advanced  age. 

I’m  neither  fatter  nor  thinner.  I’m  probably  a little  more 
bad  tempered,  or  at  least  more  set  in  my  ways  than  I used 
to  be,  but  I still  manage  to  get  around  in  a fairly  spry 
manner. 

For  recreation  in  the  summer  I play  golf  and  go  fishing, 
sometimes  with  Louise  Redfield.  In  the  winter  I skate, 
cautiously,  and  ski  carefully.  Four  years  ago,  we  bought  an 
old  Vermont  farm  house  on  a very  remote  hilltop  in  Windhall, 
Vermont,  where  the  whole  family  goes  for  Christmas,  spring 
and  summer  vacations.  Several  times  we  have  been 
completely  snowed  in,  hardly  able  to  see  out  of  the  ground 
floor  windows.  But  nobody  complains  except  the  baby  and 
the  dog  whose  legs  are  not  quite  long  enough. 

I retired  last  year  from  the  Community  Chest  having 
served  as  many  years  as  the  law  allows.  I also  retired  after 
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twenty  years  from  the  Republican  Town  Committee.  I felt  I 
was  tired  of  organizing  the  Republicans  to  fight  the 
Democrats  — all  equally  friendly  because  they  all,  to  a 
fairly  close  degree,  believed  in  the  same  thing.  So  no  more 
fighting  politically. 

To  fill  in  the  rest  of  the  winter,  I now  work  in  a green- 
house. This  I find  completely  absorbing  and  satisfying.  I 
work  as  a volunteer  in  a non-profit  community  Garden 
Center,  theoretically  one  day  a week,  but  I’m  usually  there 
at  least  a part  of  every  day.  My  only  complaint  is  that  I 
can’t  remember  the  Latin  names  (I  seem  to  vaguely  remember 
flunking  Freshman  Latin).  I have  given  up  outdoor  summer 
gardening,  because  after  I had  been  on  my  hands  and  knees 
for  the  umpteenth  time,  I could  no  longer  get  up  again.  So 
working  at  a greenhouse  bench  with  controlled  temperatures 
is  a much  more  satisfactory  way  to  acquire  horticultural 
knowledge. 

I occasionally  see  some  of  our  Vassar  classmates  but 
never  enough.  Please,  if  you  are  anywhere  near,  telephone 
me.  Driving  a car  is  so  easy. 


Margaret  CHENEY  Dawson  Mrs.  James  A.  Dawson 

West  Cornwall 
Connecticut 

Are  any  other  members  of  the  illustrious  class  of  1923 
sitting  down  to  write  their  not-so-vital  statistics  with  a 
silent  hail  to  that  wonderful  article  in  the  Alumnae  Magazine, 
"How  to  Succeed  in  Class  Notes  without  actually  Lying”? 
It’s  dreamy  to  think  how  glamorous  I could  make  it  all 
sound!  Come  to  think  of  it,  some  of  it  actually  WAS. 
Annyhoo  

After  college:  One  year  teaching  (ugh)  and  two  years 
trying  to  be  a play  director  (double  ugh.  I blame  Second  Hall 
for  that  little  boo  boo.)  Then  I finally  got  into  orbit  in  the 
editorial  world,  and  there  I have  been  ever  since,  or  at 
least  until  making  a final  landing  in  1959-  I can’t  believe 
anyone  wants  to  hear  about  all  those  jobs,  but  for  a sample 
they  included  the  inevitable  year  on  Time,  the  equally 
inevitable  one-shot  novel,  lots  of  articles  and  literally 
hundreds  of  book  reviews  for  various  media  ranging  from  the 
New  Republic  to  Charm  and  the  Junior  League  Magazine  but 
perhaps  most  notably  for  the  N .Y . Herald  Tribune.  Editing, 
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rather  than  writing  has  been  my  real  passion  and  it  was  as 
editor  of  Child  Study  and  head  of  the  Department  of  Publi- 
cations of  the  Child  Study  Association  of  America  that  I 
ended  my  career  in  a flicker,  if  not  a blaze,  of  glory. 

Jim  and  I have  always  done  a good  bit  of  travelling,  but 
it  was  after  his  entirely  imaginary  "retirement”  that  we 
really  got  the  bug.  At  that  time,  we  went  to  Israel  for  a year 
and  a half,  where  he  did  a big  engineering  job,  then  home 
via  the  Far  East.  Since  then,  it’s  been  a trip  a year  or  bust. 
When  not  doing  that,  we  alternately  enjoy  and  worry  about 
our  six  grandchildren,  work  ourselves  into  a coma  around 
the  house  and  grounds,  try  to  catch  up  with  the  real  savvy 
bird  watchers  like  T.  Putnam  and  Nell  Cooley  and  read  an 
astonishing  collection  of  good  and  bad  books.  Although  we 
have  been  to  so  many  handsome  spots  on  the  globe,  we  still 
think  Northwestern  Connecticut  beats  them  all. 

And  that’s  all,  folks. 


Beulah  CLAP  Ascarelli  Mrs.  Mario  Ascarelli 

8 Peter  Cooper  Road 
New  York  10,  New  York 

(Note:  Beulah  writes  that  being  retired  she  might  have 
time  to  poke  up  some  of  the  procrastinators.  However,  since 
she  still  spends  some  months  in  Rome,  and  must  be  very 
occupied  the  rest  of  the  time,  she  never  produced  anything 
concerning  herself.  Perhaps  she  is  one  of  those  whom  she 
describes  as  writing  "housewife”  in  the  blank  headed  by 
"Occupation”  about  whose  job  a whole  book  could  be 
written.  Maybe  we  have  missed  something!  ECvD.) 


Elizabeth  CLARK  Gunther  Mrs.  John  F.  Gunther 

Sand  Hill  Orchard 
Hancock,  New  Hampshire 

Two  years  in  wartime  Italy  at  the  American  Academy 
in  Rome  with  my  parents,  and  then  a year  of  delightful 
freedom  in  New  York  at  a species  of  cram  school  did  not 
prepare  me  for  what  was  then  a comparatively  cloistered 
existence  at  Vassar.  Consequently,  after  two  years,  I left 
for  the  relatively  free  and  stimulating  life  of  a student  in 
Cambridge,  at  the  Cambridge  School  of  Architecture  and 
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Landscape  Architecture  for  Women.  At  the  end  of  my  training, 
I was  lucky  enough  to  have  another  year  in  Europe  for 
garden  study,  and  when  I returned,  to  have  a job  in  the 
exciting  office  of  Fletcher  Steele  in  Boston. 

In  time,  John  F.  Gunther,  professor  of  design  at  M.I.T. 
and  I were  married,  and  at  the  end  of  a couple  of  years 
found  ourselves  the  astonished  parents  of  triplet  daughters, 
Joan,  Anne  and  Priscilla,  now  all  married  and  the  parents 
of  my  six  grandchildren.  When  the  girls  were  eight,  we 
moved  to  our  summer  home  in  Hancock,  N.H.,  where  my 
husband  carried  on  his  architectural  work  and  I my  landscape 
work  until  his  death  in  1946. 

In  the  meantime  I had  taken  training  in  remedial  reading, 
spelling  and  testing  at  the  Massachusetts  General  Hospital 
Language  Clinic  and  at  Harvard  University,  which  has 
stood  me  in  fine  stead  ever  since.  There  is  great  need  for 
it  and  I dearly  love  it. 

In  addition  to  tutoring  at  home,  I have  taught  for  the 
past  fourteen  years  at  the  Dublin  School,  to  which  I drive 
every  morning,  blizzards  and  all,  a point  of  honor  as  all  the 
other  faculty  live  on  the  campus. 

I am  eternally  grateful  that  we  discovered  this  beautiful 
countryside  and  our  lovely  old  house,  in  which  I have  made 
three  apartments,  mine  and  two  for  rent.  Not  only  do  I live 
in  the  midst  of  beauty,  but  am  surrounded  by  congenial 
people  and  activities.  There  are  those  concerned  by  child 
welfare,  civil  liberties  and  rights,  as  I am,  and  the  activities 
include  lots  of  snowshoeing  at  present,  and  later  gardening, 
swimming  and  canoeing,  with  long  evenings  for  reading  — an 
enviable  life,  I feel. 


Frances  COMPTON  Clarkson  Mrs.  J.  Turner  Clarkson 

63  Trent  Drive 

St.  Louis  24,  Missouri 

Turner  and  I have  three  children,  Franny,  who  graduated 
from  Bennett,  married  Paul  Rogers  and  lives  near  us  and 
has  two  little  girls  and  a little  boy:  John  Turner,  Jr.  Cornell 
’54,  who  married  Jane  Hill,  Vassar  ’53,  and  lives  in  St. 
Louis  and  has  two  little  girls  and  a little  boy,  and  Carol, 
Vassar  ’58,  who  married  a boy  who  lives  in  Washington  a 
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year  ago  in  March  and  has  a baby  girl  born  this  March.  I’m 
crazy  about  my  grandchildren  and  am  a push-over  for  baby 
sitting. 

We  built  a house  at  Osterville  on  Cape  Cod  and  spend 
our  summers  there.  We  see  Manny  Manson  Tibbott  and  Billy 
Wilson  Miller  each  summer  and  have  also  seen  Mary  Gage 
Rice,  Marion  Warmington  Kling,  Franny  Bicknell  Taylor  and 
Lacey  Thompson.  All  of  them  are  just  as  attractive  and 
interesting  and  as  much  fun  as  they  were  at  college. 

My  volunteer  work  has  nearly  always  been  in  the  field 
of  children.  At  present  I am  on  the  board  of  Lakeside  Center 
for  Boys  to  which  I was  appointed  by  the  County  Court  en 
Banc.  Boys  are  admitted  by  referral  from  the  Juvenile  Court 
and  the  focus  is  on  treatment  rather  than  punishment,  and  the 
object  is  to  rehabilitate  the  boys  and  their  families. 

My  hobbies  are  social  service  work  of  this  sort  and 
grandchildren  and  golf. 

I hope  to  see  more  Vassar  classmates  in  the  future,  and 
send  my  best  to  you  all. 

Jane  COOLIDGE  Whitehill  Mrs.  Walter  M.  White  hill,  Jr. 

44  Andover  Street 

North  Andover,  Massachusetts 

After  leaving  college  I did  considerable  flopping  around. 
What  I really  wanted  was  a husband,  a home  and  some 
children  — hardly  an  ambition  to  be  baldly  admitted  to  one’s 
classmates.  Certainly  not  to  faculty  members  or  one’s  boss. 
Some  of  them,  I thought,  would  have  felt  betrayed  after  all 
their  hard  work  in  training  recalcitrant  material.  While 
waiting  for  the  indispensable  better  half,  I had  a year  in 
France  and  England,  later  received  an  M.A.  in  English  from 
Radcliffe,  held  various  short  term  jobs  in  New  York  City  and 
wrote  a biography  of  Mrs.  Gaskell  that  I never  published. 

A month  after  my  marriage  in  1930,  we  sailed  for  Europe 
and  spent  the  next  five  years  in  Spain,  France,  England  and 
Ireland,  while  Walter  was  writing  on  Spanish  Romanesque 
Architecture.  Before  the  arrival  of  our  two  daughters  and  of 
my  mother-in-law,  I edited  some  of  Mrs.  Gaskell’s  letters 
for  the  Oxford  University  Press.  Having  grown  up  with  the 
fond  belief  that  all  civilized  countries  subscribed  to  the 
ideals  of  democracy,  freedom  of  speech  and  assembly, 
self-improvement,  political  stability  etc.,  it  took  Spain 
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and  Ireland  to  convince  me  that  some  peoples,  if  not  unaware 
of  such  ideals,  might  be  indifferent  to  them.  Very  educational! 
And  very  educational,  in  a more  personal  sense,  were  my 
attempts  at  housekeeping  in  the  small  half-rural,  half- 
industrial town  of  North  Andover,  after  we  had  returned, 
jobless,  to  the  United  States  in  1935.  The  work  Walter 
eventually  obtained  at  the  Peabody  Museum  in  Salem  brought 
us  both  a new  set  of  interests  and  friends  until  1942  when 
Walter  joined  the  Office  of  Naval  Records  and  Library  in 
Washington,  D.C.  With  our  daughters  in  boarding  school,  I 
was  free  to  hold  a part-time  job  with  the  Pan-American 
Union.  On  our  return  home  in  1946,  Walter  became  director 
and  librarian  of  the  Boston  Athenaeum  and  I busied  myself 
with  volunteer  activities.  Since  the  marriages  of  our  daughters, 
Walter  and  I have  been  fortunate  in  being  able  to  travel 
about  the  United  States,  and  to  have  had  two  short  trips  to 
Europe.  Walter  somehow  manages  a steady  output  of  writing, 
and  when  I am  not  baby-sitting  or  chipping  away  at  that  old 
job  of  keeping  house,  I even  do  a little  writing  myself,  now 
and  then. 


Frances  COONLEY  Underwood  Mrs.  T.  I.  Underwood 

1550  North  State  Parkway 
Chicago  10,  Illinois 

There’s  not  much  for  me  to  tell.  When  Tom  was  alive, 
we  were  both  much  involved  with  civic  things.  He  was  one 
of  Chicago’s  top  citizens,  truly;  and  partner  in  a well-known 
law  firm.  He  died  quite  suddenly  at  our  daughter’s  home  on 
Lake  Lugano  in  August  of  1957.  Ever  since  then  I have 
travelled  a great  deal. 

Nancy,  my  only  child,  married  a Swiss  thirteen  and  a 
half  years  ago  and  has  lived  in  four  different  countries  in 
Europe.  I go  over  every  year  to  see  her  and  the  two  grand- 
daughters. For  the  last  several  years  they  have  lived  in  a 
beautiful  fourteenth  century  villa  near  Florence.  The  girls 
are  tri-lingual,  of  course,  and  the  move  to  Italy  stimulated 
me  to  take  up  Italian.  I’ve  spoken  French  and  German  for 
years.  So,  I’ve  worked  hard  on  that. 

My  only  brothers  and  sisters  live  in  Hawaii,  and  have 
for  more  than  thirty  years.  So,  I have  to  move  around  to  see 
my  family.  I am  just  back  from  Christmas  in  Florence,  and 
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New  Year’s  in  Vienna  — taking  the  whole  family  there.  Divine 
fun  — lots  of  music  and  Lippizaner  horses! 

Now  I leave  shortly  on  a long,  long  cruise  to  the 
Mediterranean  and  Black  Sea,  a fabulous  trip.  Not  home 
again  until  early  May. 

Meantime  my  civic  interests  have  been  many,  but  mainly 
the  orchestral  Association,  and  the  Lyric  Opera.  Have 
recently  gone  on  a new  Board,  a fascinating  "cause”, 
Rehabilitation.  It  sounds  as  though  I’m  away  too  much  to 
really  work.  That  is  not  so.  I DO  work,  and  hard,  and  often. 

Sorry  I never  see  any  of  you.  I just  don’t  pause  in  New 
York  City  any  more.  I go  to  take  ship  for  Europe  often;  or, 
when  I fly,  I fly  from  Chicago  via  Montreal  to  Europe. 

I shall  be  fascinated  to  read  about  our  class.  I know 
there  are  many  stellar  tales  to  be  told.  Sorry  mine  is  not 
more  outstanding,  but  my  life  has  been  a wonderful  one, 
filled  with  marvellous  people  of  all  sorts. 


Frances  COOPER  Doolittle  Mrs.  Franklin  M.  Doolittle 

52  Churchill  Road 
Hamden,  Connecticut 

It’s  difficult  for  me  to  realize  that  it  is  more  than  forty 
years  since  graduation,  perhaps  because  the  word  Vassar 
has  been  such  a common  one  in  our  family  vocabulary.  Our 
older  daughter  was  a Vassar  student  for  two  years  prior  to 
her  marriage  in  1955,  and  our  younger  daughter  was  a 
graduate  last  June.  We  have  another  member  of  the  Class  of 
1963  in  the  family,  as  our  son  recently  married  his  sister’s 
roommate.  I suspect  I may  be  the  last  member  of  1923  to 
have  a daughter  graduate  from  V.C.,  but  I’ll  gladly  yield 
that  distinction  to  anyone  else  who  can  rightfully  claim  it. 
At  any  rate,  the  Vassar  campus  has  been  a very  familiar  and 
beloved  place  as  I have  visited  it  over  the  years. 

What  has  been  my  life  since  1923?  It  has  been  extremely 
satisfying  to  me,  with  the  usual  minor  crises  of  family  life, 
but  with  no  major  tragedies.  After  ten  years  of  secretarial 
work,  mainly  at  Yale  University,  I married  a radio  broad- 
casting executive  (and  engineer)  who  had  boating  as  a 
hobby.  His  interests  and  problems  became  mine,  and  still 
are.  We  had  a daughter,  a son  and  another  daughter;  and  a 
series  of  houses  and  boats.  The  children  went  to  public 
schools  before  Vassar  and  Brown  and  I was  chauffeur, 


34 


short-order  cook,  nurse,  digger  of  crabgrass,  crew,  etc., 
the  usual  suburban  housewife.  My  parents  required  a great 
deal  of  my  time  in  the  last  ten  years  of  their  lives.  Now  my 
husband  has  been  home  for  four  years.  His  activities  are 
somewhat  restricted  due  to  eye  problems,  and  we  have 
exchanged  business  and  boating  for  amateur  radio, 
completing  over  2500  "phone-patches”  for  service  personnel 
(mainly  on  Navy  ships)  in  the  past  two  years.  As  our  son 
is  a lieutenant,  at  present  assigned  to  shore  duty,  we  have 
a particular  interest  in  that  branch  of  the  service. 

Our  children  are  married  (two  since  last  ] une)  and  for  the 
first  time  in  years  there  are  few  demands  upon  my  immediate 
attention.  I help  my  husband  with  his  amateur  radio  work, 
raise  African  violets,  feed  the  birds,  belong  to  a couple  of 
clubs,  attend  the  theatre  regularly,  keep  an  eye  on  the 
activities  of  the  stock  market,  and,  most  important  of  all, 
welcome  the  younger  members  of  the  family,  including  three 
grandsons  when  they  come  to  visit. 


Charlotte  COWLES  31  Hodge  Avenue 
Buffalo,  New  York 

Millsy’s  courses  evidently  made  a big  impression  on 
me,  for  I went  right  into  social  work  in  Poughkeepsie. 
Graduate  study  at  Smith  College  School  of  Social  Work  was 
followed  by  a series  of  jobs  in  several  states  with  public 
and  private  agencies. 

A two  year  stint  in  Germany  as  Red  Cross  Assistant 
Field  Director  in  our  General  Hospitals  were  a welcome 
and  exciting  change,  with  a lot  of  fine  travel  thrown  in. 

Most  of  my  work  has  been  with  the  New  York  State 
Department  of  Social  Welfare,  taking  part  in  the  really 
amazing  changes  in  public  programs  occurring  since  the 
depression  of  the  ’30’s. 

Now  I’ve  been  retired  for  two  years,  as  the  result  of  a 
stroke,  and  have  been  learning  a new  tempo:  fewer  community 
activities  and  less  travel.  I find  Florida  in  the  winter  and 
the  Maine  Coast  in  the  summer  a fine  plan  with  lots  of  time 
for  reading  at  last. 
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Georgiana  CRAWFORD  Jenkins  Mrs.  S.  Mark  Jenkins 

520  East  90th  Street 
New  York  28,  New  York 

My  daughter  by  my  first  marriage,  Winifred  Poland 
Pierce,  is  married  to  Dr.  Ray  Pierce  who  has  just  been 
appointed  a full  professor  of  political  science  at  the 
University  of  Michigan. 

My  son,  Burdette  Crawford  Poland,  is  an  associate 
professorof  European  history  at  Pamona  College  in  Claremont, 
California.  He  and  his  wife,  the  former  Nancy  Aubrey,  of 
Wynnwood,  Pennsylvania,  whom  he  met  when  they  were  both 
students  at  Swarthmore  College,  and  their  three  children 
are  leaving  in  August  for  Paris  where  "Bud”  will  spend 
his  sabbatical  year.  He  is  the  author  of  F rench  Protestantism 
and  the  French  Revolution  published  by  the  Princeton 
Press,  and  he  has  started  a second  book  which  he  will 
finish  while  in  France. 

I have  been  a widow  since  1946,  after  my  second 
marriage  in  1934.  (As  it  happens,  I was  first  married  forty- 
two  years  ago,  today!  Odd.) 

I’ve  loved  living  in  New  York  City  since  1934  - and 
I’m  now  showing  off  our  Fair  to  numerous  friends,  and  so 
proudly,  too! 

I’m  just  a housewife,  I guess,  and  I’m  not  proud  that 
I’ve  never  had  a job. 


Eunice  CRIPPEN  Hamilton  Mrs.  John  C.  Hamilton 

110  Buchanan  Street 
Fayetteville,  Arkansas 

1924-1935  were  spent  on  Army  posts  in  Texas,  Kansas, 
Maryland,  Virginia  and  Kentucky,  during  which  period  my 
one  and  only  child  was  born. 

In  1935,  when  Captain  Hamilton  was  retired  for  physical 
disability,  we  went  to  Dinwiddie  County,  Virginia  on  a 
sixty  acre  farm  until  1940.  From  1940  - 1944,  we  were  at 
Claremore,  Oklahoma,  where  he  was  president  of  Oklahoma 
Military  Academy. 

We  moved  to  Fayetteville,  Arkansas,  in  1944,  where  I 
received  an  M.A.  at  the  University  of  Arkansas.  I taught 
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two  years  in  the  Department  of  English  and  on  Captain 
Hamilton’s  death  in  1950,  started  work  in  the  Library  at 
the  University. 

I have  published  two  articles  on  Henry  James,  have  a 
full  time  job  in  the  library  as  the  head  of  the  Serials 
Section,  and  will  probably  be  here  until  retirement  age. 

In  addition  to  my  mother  who  came  to  live  with  me  in 
1953,  on  the  death  of  my  father,  my  family  consists  of 
Shirley,  my  daughter,  married  to  Dr.  B.A.  Reed,  and  one 
granddaughter,  Nancy,  aged  eight.  They  live  in  Texas. 

Briefly,  this  covers  the  period  from  1923  to  date  — if 
possible  I plan  to  be  at  our  reunion  in  1 973 - 


Harriet  CUMMINGS  Hathaway  Mrs.  Thomas  H.  M.  Hathaway 

25  Worth  Avenue 
Hudson,  New  York 

When  Marge  Willard  and  I came  to  Hudson  to  teach  in 
the  fall  of  1923,  each  of  us  chose  a different  bank  in  which 
to  deposit  her  first  pay  check.  We  had  hopes  that  in  this 
way  we  might  meet  some  of  Hudson’s  eligibles.  We  did. 
And  after  two  years  of  teaching,  I married  that  nice  Colgate 
man  in  Marge’s  bank. 

My  teaching  career  ended  and  I became  involved  in  the 
usual  community  activities  that  are  the  lot  of  the  wife  of  a 
small-town  banker.  I served  on  the  Board  of  Managers  of 
the  Home  for  the  Aged,  canvassed  for  every  drive  imaginable, 
worked  as  a volunteer  in  the  hospital  Hospitality  Shop,  etc., 
etc.  Within  two  and  a half  years  two  little  Hathaways 
arrived.  They  grew  up,  graduated  from  Vassar  and  Colgate 
respectively,  married  and  now  we  have  six  wonderful 
grandchildren. 

Tom  suffered  a cerebral  hemorrhage  three  years  ago 
and  has  been  hospitalized  ever  since,  totally  disabled, 
both  mentally  and  physically.  I now  have  a part-time 
position  in  the  bank  of  which  Tom  had  been  president. 

I’ve  no  accomplishments  to  report.  But  the  road  I’ve 
traveled  has  been  a very,  very  happy  one,  and  I’ve  found 
just  being  a wife,  a mother  and  a grandmother  is  a truly 
exciting  and  rewarding  way  to  spend  one’s  life. 
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Pauline  CURTISS  Smith  Mrs.  Harold  Smith 

1235  Park  Avenue 
New  York  28,  New  York 

May  I start  my  "road  that  I have  traveled”  — after  a 
two  year  job  in  London  when  I was  running  a small  office 
which  represented  an  American  textile  trade  paper  - by 
saying  that  my  Harold  Smith  found  me  in  London,  and  we 
had  a small  wedding  in  New  York  City  in  1926  performed 
by  your  (my  E.C.  vD)  husband,  Tertius  van  Dyke! 

It  was  a good  start,  for  all  has  gone  happily.  We  have 
lived  in  New  York  City,  with  a "retreat”  which  we  made  for 
ourselves  in  the  Hudson  Highlands  southwest  of  Newburgh  — 
making  an  old  barn,  with  hand-hewn  beams  and  a view  of 
Skunnemunk  Mountain,  into  a comfortable  summer  home, 
with  adequate  bathrooms,  spreading  lawns,  a tennis  court 
and  a swimming  hole  (all  planned  by  my  lawyer  husband 
in  1932)! 

That  is  still  our  picture  after  thirty-eight  years!  The 
tennis  court  has  failed  to  entice  us  in  the  last  few  years 
and  the  brook  has  been  partially  diverted  by  "summer 
developers”  who  are  invading  our  Orange  County,  but  it  is 
still  a pleasant  retreat  from  East  96th  Street  and  we  have 
loved  watching  the  tiny  evergreens  we  planted  by  the 
thousand  grow  into  stately  trees  that  block  out  the  view 
of  adjacent  roads. 

We’ve  had  two  children  to  gladden  us  through  all  the 
years  — a daughter,  Sally,  who  graduated  from  Vassar  in 

1951,  and  a son,  Robert  Imbrie,  who  was  Exeter  and  Yale, 

1952,  and  the  Columbia  Business  School.  Sal  had  an 
interesting  job  doing  administrative  work  for  the  Director 
of  the  Sloan-Kettering  Institute  for  Cancer  Research  for  six 
years  and  now  has  a tall,  banker  husband,  William  R.  Cross, 
Jr.,  and  three  adorables  (boy,  girl,  boy)  and  lives  near  us 
in  NYC.  Bob  decided  against  this  city  setting  and  lives 
near  Bryn  Mawr,  Pennsylvania  with  an  excellent  team-mate 
who  was  Elaine  Chandler  of  Cleveland  and  they  have  a girl 
nearly  six  and  a boy  of  three  and  one  half.  He  is  in  the 
financial  department  of  the  Sun  Oil  Company  in  their  main 
office  in  Philadelphia. 

My  pursuits  haven’t  been  spectacular,  though  they 
have  been  satisfying  to  me.  A long  interest  in  Union 
Settlement,  with  special  focus  on  their  Day  Care  centers; 
various  jobs  in  our  Brick  Presbyterian  Church  Women’s 
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Association;  (they  are  so  effective  in  their  "outreach”  that 
we  raised  $32,000  in  one  year’s  Christmas  Fair  for  work 
around  the  world!);  a couple  of  terms  on  the  Vassar  Club 
Board,  and  a long  time  with  a vigorous  group  of  women  in  a 
United  Nations  Study  Group  which  aims  to  promote  under- 
standing of  what  the  UN  is  doing.  Activities  at  the  Cosmo- 
politan Club  keep  one  from  getting  dull,  and  there  are  the 
concerts  and  the  Opera  and  theatres  when  the  spirit  moves. 

The  "roads  that  we  have  traveled”  took  us  all  to  England 
in  ’36  — so  my  seven  and  five  year  olds  could  see  why  I 
talked  England  so  much  to  them  — with  a quick  trip  for 
Harold  and  me  to  Paris  and  Italy  and  a drive  back  to 
Switzerland  across  the  Alps.  Then  five  months  abroad  in 
’56  — starting  in  Sicily,  which  we  loved,  and  ending  up 
with  my  sister,  Bobbie,  in  England.  Mexico  was  fun  and 
winter  sun  in  Florida  and  Arizona  and  now  we  are  eagerly 
looking  forward  to  this  coming  spring  in  England  and 
Scotland. 

I can’t  brag  of  having  written  a best  seller  or  started  a 
business,  but  I still  have  the  same  dear  husband  and  I am 
thankful  and  happy  and  always  glad  I went  to  Vassar!  It 
will  be  fun  to  see  you  all  in  ’65. 


Elizabeth  CUSHING  Whiting  Mrs.  George  C.  Whiting 

Norwell,  Massachusetts 


I completed  only  my  Freshman  year  at  Vassar,  but  was 
fortunate  in  having  a lovely  roommate,  Ellen  Fitchen  from 
Ithaca,  New  York,  who  put  up  with  my  untidiness  and  my 
parakeets.  The  group  in  Strong  Hall  were  lots  of  fun.  I 
sometimes  wonder  where  life  has  taken  them.  I hear  from 
Mary  Paulding  Child  every  Christmas  and  have  had  a visit 
from  her. 

My  life  has  been  uneventful  and  my  only  contributions 
are  my  three  sons.  I am  fortunate  in  having  a delightful 
daughter-in-law  and  three  nice  grandchildren.  My  husband 
is  retired.  We  live  in  the  country,  but  within  reach  of  Boston 
with  its  music,  theatre,  art,  etc.  With  the  boys  on  their  own, 
we  are  now  free  to  travel  and  our  trips  each  year  give  us 
great  pleasure. 
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Elizabeth  DAVENPORT  Sheldon  Mrs.  Martin  A.  Sheldon 

3328  85th  Street 
Jackson  Heights, 

New  York  11372 

My  life  since  college  has  been  a series  of  contrasts  — a 
few  years,  at  least  summers,  at  my  childhood  home  in 
Lowville  and  the  greater  part  of  it  in  or  near  New  York 
City.  I came  down  to  New  York  after  a graduation  trip  to 
Europe,  took  a business  course  at  Columbia  and  worked  a 
few  months  for  a lumber  firm  as  secretary. 

Then  I gave  up  my  job  as  I had  become  engaged  to 
Martin  Sheldon  and  had  promised  mother  to  stay  with  her 
a short  time  before  I was  married. 

After  our  marriage,  the  great  move  to  Jackson  Heights 
took  place.  My  husband,  a newspaper  man  with  the  Long 
Island  Daily  Star,  went  through  the  various  jobs  from 
reporter  to  chief  editorial  writer.  I spent  most  of  my  time 
as  a housewife,  but  enjoyed  all  the  opportunities  New  York 
City  offered  in  the  way  of  theatres  and  art  museums. 

Our  family  grew  as  the  years  went  by.  Our  first  daughter 
was  followed  four  years  later  by  a son  and  then  eight  years 
after  that  another  daughter  rounded  out  the  number  to  the 
magic  three  suggested  by  Dr.  Thalberg  in  our  hygiene 
lectures. 

We  lived  in  Jackson  Heights  through  the  depression 
years,  and  continued  living  there  while  the  children  went  to 
school  and  on  to  college.  Eventually  the  children  married 
and  branched  out  into  various  parts  of  the  country.  My  son 
lives  out  in  California  where,  now  the  father  of  three  and 
another  expected,  he  is  an  assistant  district  attorney  of 
Los  Angeles.  My  older  daughter  with  her  husband,  a lawyer, 
and  son  live  near  me  now  but  for  several  years  they  were 
with  the  Navy  in  the  Phillippines.  My  younger  daughter  has 
recently  moved  from  Cleveland  to  Bethlehem,  where  her 
husband  is  with  Bethlehem  Steel. 

Right  now  I’m  living  alone  in  my  home  in  Jackson 
Heights.  My  husband  died  three  years  ago,  and  since  then  I 
have  kept  busy  with  various  activities.  The  most  rewarding 
work  has  been  as  a volunteer  in  Bird  S.  Coler  Hospital. 
My  friendly  visiting  has  resulted  in  new  associations  where 
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I can  be  quite  helpful  to  the  many  geriatric  patients.  The 
volunteer  committee  I work  on  ties  in  very  well  with  this. 

My  membership  in  a college  club  proves  stimulating 
and  provides  social  contacts.  I have  spent  a great  deal  of 
time  traveling  the  past  few  years.  Last  year  a trip  to  the 
countries  around  the  Mediterranean  that  included  two 
cruises,  brought  forth  all  kinds  of  pleasant  experiences. 
Recently  I’ve  visited  New  Hampshire,  Washington  and 
Charlottesville,  Virginia  and  am  contemplating  soon,  jaunt- 
ing off  to  see  my  children  and  their  families. 


Jean  DAWSON  Ulph  Mrs.  Herbert  Ulph 

Box  122 

Point  Lookout,  New  York 

Well,  I am  still  teaching  in  Richmond  Hill  High  School, 
chemistry,  physics  and  earth  science.  I acted  as  guidance 
counsellor  for  retarded  children  for  a number  of  years  until 
the  work  became  too  strenuous  and  I asked  to  return  to 
teaching. 

My  husband,  Herbert,  and  I go  abroad  every  summer, 
England,  of  course,  is  our  second  home.  This  summer  we 
are  going  to  Africa  from  Capetown  as  far  north  as  Nairobi, 
so  we  have  been  busy  with  shots  - tetanus,  typhoid  and 
yellow  fever. 

Our  only  child,  Eric,  is  married  and  has  two  children. 
He  is  an  engineer,  working  on  space  projects,  especially 
interested  in  optics.  They  live  in  Bayport,  about  forty 
miles  from  here,  so  we  see  them  often. 

I have  been  back  to  Vassar  only  once,  a summer  quite  a 
while  ago,  when  I hardly  knew  the  old  place.  Somehow  it 
all  seems  very  far  away,  although  I do  read  the  news  of  our 
class  and  the  classes  we  knew  in  the  Alumnae  Magazine. 

Will  the  book  be  another  Group? 


Edith  DEAN  Perry  Mrs.  Calvin  Perry 

R.D.  #1 

Cranbury,  New  Jersey 

Two  children  - a son  with  three  children  who  is  an 
engineer  in  Minnesota.  And  a daughter  with  two  adopted 
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children  working  toward  a Ph.D.  in  Education.  Thus  we 
have  five  grandchildren. 

I keep  busy  with  gardening  and  a part  time  job  at  the 
Gift  Shop  at  the  Princeton  Inn. 


Alice  DEJONGE  Scott  Mrs.  John  M.  Scott 

Up  Yonda  Farm 

Bolton  Landing,  New  York 

I’ve  been  mostly  a jack-of-many-trades,  master-at-none, 
but  it  has  been  interesting  to  me  at  least. 

After  college  I bounced  from  secretarial  school  to  R.H. 
Macy.  Then  was  bitten  by  the  Adirondack  bug.  Fell  in  love 
with  this  country.  Studied  poultry  farming  at  Cornell.  Had  a 
small  chicken  farm  here  with  lofty  visions  of  influencing 
the  natives  here  to  try.  However,  jobs  in  the  tourists  business 
are  so  much  easier  that  they  wouldn’t  think  of  working  so 
hard!  So  finally  I gave  that  up. 

I married.  We  have  three  cottages  that  are  supposed  to 
pay  our  taxes  and  also  try  to  sell  real  estate.  What  I really 
do  is  work  in  the  garden  and  raise  flowers  and  love  it. 

That’s  it  in  a nutshell.  And  anyone  driving  along  9 N 
would  be  most  welcome  at  Up  Yonda. 


Lorna  DELANO  Howard  Mrs.  John  Howard 

86  Knollwood  Road 
Short  Hills 
New  Jersey 

How  do  you  start  your  autobiography  anyway?  It  can’t 
be  of  interest  to  anyone  except  those  closest  to  you,  who 
already  know  all  the  details. 

If  you  were  to  sum  it  all  up,  it  could  only  take  a few 
lines  - friends,  foreign  travel,  two  fine  husbands,  children 
and  grandchildren  - all  boys,  so  far  - a home  in  New  Jersey 
and  a cottage  on  a New  Hampshire  Lake. 

Education  for  deserving  young  people  has  been  my 
main  interest  over  the  past  few  years,  in  the  study  of  which 
I went  around  the  country,  mostly  in  the  west,  to  learn  about 
requirements  such  as  standards  of  admission,  housing, 
opportunities  for  self-help,  scholarships,  building  plans  for 
classrooms,  dormitories,  laboratories  and  libraries;  also 
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some  individual  or  specific  things  such  as  how  much 
tolerance  is  being  given  to  the  so-called  "late-bloomer”  - 
the  student  who  has  all  the  qualifications  but  doesn’t 
adjust  until  late  freshman  or  sophomore  year. 

Mrs.  Wislocki  helped  me  to  meet  other  alumnae  inter- 
ested in  education  living  in  the  areas  I was  headed  for,  and 
they,  in  turn,  set  up  my  interviews  with  top-ranking  men  and 
women  in  the  field.  Everywhere  I met  friends  and  found  the 
trip  deeply  rewarding.  My  report  was  summed  up  and  sent  to 
Miss  Blanding. 

This  experience  shaped  a new  policy  of  "annual  giving” 
for  me.  I decided  that,  having  enjoyed  some  measure  of 
scholarship  help  myself,  I would,  from  now  on,  direct  my 
modest  efforts  toward  support  of  young  people  in  need  of 
extra  help  in  college. 

Within  a year  or  two,  I met  again  a friend  of  Moritz 
Kopperl’s,  John  Howard  of  Philadelphia,  who  himself  had 
set  up  scholarship  funds  for  worthy  and  needy  boys  at 
Lafayette.  We  were  married  and  are  living  happily  ever  after. 


Cornelia  DEYO  Hochstrasser  Mrs.  Walter  Hochstrasser 

Peaceable  Street 
Georgetown,  Connecticut 

After  graduation  I went  with  my  family  to  spend  a year 
in  Los  Angeles  and  while  there  I taught  at  the  Orton  School 
in  Pasadena.  I had  no  desire  to  make  teaching  my  career, 
so  as  soon  as  we  returned  to  New  York,  I started  job  hunting 
and  accepted  a job  with  the  J.  Walter  Thompson  Company. 
After  three  years  I decided  that,  since  I had  no  appetite  for 
writing  copy,  this  was  not  the  right  job  for  me.  What  I was 
really  interested  in  doing  was  social  work,  so  I took  a job 
as  placement  secretary  in  the  employment  bureau  of  the 
Brooklyn  YWCA  and  at  the  same  time  took  special  courses 
in  labor  problems  at  the  New  York  School  of  Social  Work. 
After  three  years,  I joined  the  Junior  Placement  Bureau  of 
the  New  York  State  Employment  Service  as  a placement 
counselor  for  young  people.  Eventually  I became  manager 
of  one  of  the  junior  placement  offices,  but  by  this  time  I 
was  married  and,  since  the  job  was  too  demanding  of  my 
time  and  energy,  I gave  it  up  and  began  to  devote  my  time 
to  various  types  of  volunteer  work.  We  were  at  war  and  I 
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worked  for  the  Red  Cross,  for  the  A.W.V.S.  in  their  Thrift 
Shop  and  as  an  air  raid  warden. 

Since  my  husband  is  Swiss,  as  soon  as  the  war  ended 
we  went  to  Zurich  not  only  to  see  his  family,  but  also 
because  of  his  cheese  importing  business.  I assisted  him 
the  twelve  years  he  was  in  this  business.  Before  the  war 
we  had  bought  a place  in  Connecticut  and  in  1958  (my 
husband  had  sold  his  business)  we  moved  to  the  country. 
Except  for  frequent  trips  to  Switzerland  and  winter  va- 
cations in  a warmer  climate,  we  spend  our  time  in  the 
country  and  I am  now  engaged  in  various  community  acti- 
vities. I am  at  present  one  of  the  district  representatives  in 
Fairfield  County  for  the  Redding  Auxiliary  of  the  Children’s 
Services  of  Connecticut.  My  main  hobby  is  my  rose  garden. 
The  most  beautiful  ones  I have  are  my  Vassar  Centennial 
roses. 

Dorothy  DEYO  Munro  Mrs.  J.  Duncan  Munro 

Peaceable  Street 
Georgetown,  Connecticut 

A week  or  so  after  graduation,  Professor  Washburn 
asked  me  to  apply  for  a job  in  Washington,  D.C.  assisting 
Dr.  Yerkes  in  his  experiments  on  the  anthropoid  ape.  Natu- 
rally, I was  elated  - psychology  was  my  major  and  I was  all 
set  to  make  a contribution  in  my  chosen  field.  I was  not 
allowed  to  apply  - family  thought  it  impossible  for  me  to  go 
to  Washington  alone,  so  I went  with  them  to  Los  Angeles 
where  I found  that  no  one  in  the  Education  Department  had 
ever  heard  of  Vassar.  I took  a job  in  the  Orton  School  run 
by  a Vassar  alumna  and  taught  Latin,  French,  Geography, 
Arithmetic,  and  English.  The  next  year  in  New  York,  I did 
statistical  work  at  the  National  Bureau  of  Economic  Re- 
search. It  was  very  interesting,  but  difficult  to  live  on  the 
salary.  I began  to  worry  that  I was  getting  old  and  would 
find  it  difficult  to  change  jobs  if  I didn’t  act  quickly.  The 
world  was  booming  in  1925  and  I was  offered  at  least  five 
jobs.  Since  the  only  reason  for  changing  was  money,  I took 
the  one  which  offered  the  most.  I went  to  the  American 
Telephone  and  Telegraph  Company  to  work  on  price  com- 
parison studies.  I had  made  the  right  choice.  I stayed  there 
for  over  thirty-six  years  and  was  very  seldom  bored. 

I was  married  in  1929  to  a Civil  Engineer.  During  the 
years  when  we  were  both  working  in  New  York,  we  spent 
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our  weekends  in  Connecticut  at  a place  we  had  built,  and 
every  possible  vacation  travelling.  Neither  of  us  minds 
flying  and  so  we  can  make  short  and  frequent  trips.  We 
still  have  many  places  to  explore  - we  have  not  been  to  the 
Far  East  or  Africa. 

While  I was  gainfully  employed,  I didn’t  have  much 
time  for  volunteer  work  and  except  for  some  activity  in 
Collectors  of  American  Art,  a non-profit  organization  to 
encourage  the  ownership  of  American  art,  I did  very  little; 
but  now  that  we  are  living  in  the  country,  I have  joined 
many  local  organizations  and,  of  course,  the  League  of 
Women  Voters,  of  which  I am  currently  Publications 
Chairman. 


Elizabeth  DINKEY  Finlayson  Mrs.  Donald  L.  Finlayson 

20  Summer  Street 
Kennebunk,  Maine 

Many  years  ago  Miss  Mildred  Thompson  said  our  class 
had  one  follower,  among  all  the  leaders.  I’m  the  follower, 
having  done  nothing  spectacular.  In  1926,  after  a year  at 
Carnegie  Library  School,  I married  a professor  in  the  Art 
Department  at  Wells  College  and  lived  in  Aurora,  New  York, 
for  two  years.  Then  we  moved  to  Cornell  and  lived  in  Ithaca 
until  my  husband’s  death  in  I960. 

There  were  a few  European  trips,  but  most  summers 
were  spent  in  Kennebunk,  Maine  in  my  husband’s  old  (1756) 
family  home.  In  May  1961,  I moved  permanently  to  Kennebunk 
to  be  nearer  my  married  son  and  daughter  and  their  four 
boys  who  live  in  Rhode  Island  and  Connecticut. 

Because  of  my  mother’s  long  illness,  I felt  leaving  the 
country  was  not  wise,  but  now  that  she  is  dead,  I plan  to 
go  to  Italy,  Egypt  and  Greece  next  February. 

Of  course  there  have  been  a few  small  volunteer  jobs 
along  the  way  and  a college  professor’s  wife  is  expected 
to  perform  many  and  various  duties.  Working  and  playing 
with  students  was  fun,  interesting  and  quite  rewarding. 

Note:  In  response  to  an  inquiry  Elizabeth  wrote,  "Four 
times  this  house,  with  others,  has  been  opened  to  the 
public  for  charity,  and  only  a New  Englander,  I think,  would 
understand  that!  I’m  a Trustee  of  the  Brick  Store  Museum  - 
but  who  has  ever  heard  of  that?  My  chief  claim  to  fame  is 
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living  alone  in  a twenty  room  house  trying  to  carry  on  the 
traditions  of  the  Lord-Finlaysons  in  Maine  . . . and  none  of 
this  looks  well  in  print,  nor  adds  to  the  glory  of  1923.”  ECvD. 

Katharine  DODGE  Brownell  Mrs.  George  A.  Brownell 

119  East  78  Street 
New  York  21,  New  York 

I never  remember  making  the  big  decision  to  become  a 
physician  - it  just  seemed  that  the  easiest  one  to  make  on 
graduating  from  V.C.  was  to  prolong  my  schooling  and  go 
on  to  medical  school.  After  two  years  at  Johns  Hopkins,  I 
so  startled  the  authorities  there  by  asking  to  take  my  third 
year  in  London  that,  to  my  surprise  and  probably  to  their 
own,  they  gave  me  permission  to  do  it.  I have  never  re- 
gretted that  cold  and  rainy  year  in  London,  though  I didn’t 
learn  as  much  as  if  I had  stayed  put  in  Baltimore. 

An  opportunity  to  interne  at  Bellevue  Hospital  led  to 
my  becoming  a New  Yorker.  After  training  in  pediatrics  and 
a research  fellowship  in  rheumatic  fever,  I became  a member 
of  the  Bellevue  Children’s  Medical  Service  staff  and  of  the 
New  York  University  Medical  School  faculty  — where  I still 
hold  appointments  --  and  started,  without  great  confidence, 
the  private  practice  of  pediatrics  in  Manhattan. 

Practice,  however,  never  interested  me  as  much  as 
clinic  and  hospital  work.  I soon  began  to  get  bored  with 
helping  to  care  for  individual  "best  cared  for”  babies,  and 
to  become  increasingly  interested  in  all  children  and 
services  needed  by  them.  So  when  opportunities  to  work  in 
a broader  field  presented  themselves  during  the  war,  I gave 
up  private  practice  without  any  real  qualms. 

I have  called  myself  a "war  profiteer”  because  during 
it  I saw  so  many  new  parts  of  the  world  and  had  such 
absorbing  and  exciting  jobs  — Portugal  and  Spain  for  the 
United  States  Committee  for  European  Children  in  an 
abortive  attempt  to  rescue  children  from  refugee  colonies 
in  Southern  France;  work  for  the  United  States  Children’s 
Bureau  in  relief  planning;  two  years  as  a commissioned 
officer  in  the  United  States  Public  Health  Service  assigned 
to  UNRRA  in  the  Middle  East  and  Greece,  with  flights  over 
and  back  via  various  dramatic  South  American  and  African 
spots.  My  winning  over  to  public  health  was  complete. 

I returned  from  Greece  in  the  spring  of  ’46  to  marry  --  to 
change  my  name  and  my  career.  Following  a three  month’s 
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trip  to  the  Middle  East,  India  and  a year  at  a school  of 
public  health  (to  learn  how  I should  have  operated  in  Greece) 
I returned,  in  a public  health  capacity,  to  my  first  clinical 
love  --  rheumatic  fever  and  heart  disease  in  children.  During 
the  past  sixteen  years  I have  settled  into  a pleasant,  but 
too  full,  routine  of  part  time  work  for  the  New  York  City 
Health  Department  and  altogether  too  many  committees  and 
board  meetings,  mostly  in  the  heart  disease  and  child 
welfare  fields.  Membership  on  the  Board  of  Robert  College 
of  Istanbul  has  taken  us  three  times  to  that  fascinating 
city  in  that  interesting  part  of  the  world. 

Weekending  in  surprisingly  rural  country  not  far  from 
the  great  city  and  vacationing  in  the  woods  of  Northern 
Quebec  have  kept  the  aging  joints  reasonably  limber.  I must 
confess,  though,  that  the  accounts  of  our  friends’  retire- 
ments make  me  a little  envious.  Being  married  to  a lawyer 
— and  lawyers  in  my  experience  never  retire  — I suspect 
that  the  joys  of  retirement  are  not  for  us.  We’ll  just  continue 
to  taper  off  — doing  less  work  more  slowly,  and  continuing 
to  look  longingly  (perhaps  through  rose  spectacles)  at  the 
lives  of  our  retired  friends. 


Emily  DRYER  Stix 


Mrs.  Nathan  Stix 
722  Avon  Fields  Lane 
Cincinnati  29,  Ohio 


After  college  I married  a Michigan  man  who  is  now 
president  of  the  United  States  Shoe  Corporation.  We  have 
two  sons  and  six  grandchildren,  from  the  ages  of  three 
months  to  fourteen  years.  My  chief  delight  and  occupation 
since  their  arrivals  has  been  to  be  a grandmother  and  a 
baby-sitter.  My  interest  and  work  outside  our  home  was  for 
many  years  as  a volunteer  in  our  mental  hospital.  Right 
now  I am  teaching  English  at  our  YWCA  to  foreigners  who 
come  here  from  all  parts  of  the  world. 

These  things,  plus  a few  interesting  trips  now  and  then 
are  the  high  lights  in  my  life.  I shall  be  interested  in 
reading  about  what  the  rest  of  ’23  has  been  doing  for  these 
forty-one  years. 
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Jean  DUNCAN 


462  Holly  Avenue 
St.  Paul  2 
Minnesota 


(Note:  Jean  writes  that  she  is  sorry  but  she  really  has 
nothing  of  particular  interest  to  report.  Janet  Scott  hears 
from  her  occasionally,  but  had  no  recent  news  to  add.  ECvD.) 


Christian  EDWARDS  Dingman  Mrs.  Robert  E.  Dingman 

134  South  6th  Street 
Indiana,  Pennsylvania 

I went  from  Vassar  to  McGill  University  in  Montreal 
where  I took  an  M.A.  and  taught  in  the  English  Department. 
Married  in  1926  to  a Canadian  also  at  McGill,  since  natu- 
ralized. Lived  then  in  New  York  City.  Too  much  time  on 
my  hands,  took  me  to  Macy’s  where  I became  a buyer.  When 
my  son  was  born,  I changed  to  a less  arduous  and  time- 
consuming  occupation,  and  became  the  part-time  Consultant 
on  Money-raising  and  Finance  for  the  Association  of  Junior 
Leagues,  which  was  brimming  over  with  Vassarites.  We 
moved  to  Westchester  County  and  my  second  son  was  born 
in  1940.  We  spent  most  summers  in  New  Brunswick,  Canada, 
which  was  my  point  of  origin. 

Late  that  year,  my  husband  and  a college  mate  bought 
a leather  business  in  Indiana,  Pennsylvania;  after  it  got  on 
its  feet,  we  moved  from  the  New  York  area  and  welcomed 
the  small  town  atmosphere  on  the  boys’  account.  I gave  up 
the  Junior  League  work  and  devoted  what  time  I could  spare 
from  a large  house  and  garden,  many  community  jobs  and 
the  boys,  to  doing  a styling  job  for  our  business,  King 
Leathers,  Inc. 

When  the  boys  had  gone  away  to  school  and  college,  I 
went  back  to  the  Junior  League,  in  the  same  capacity  but 
working  from  my  home  instead  of  the  New  York  headquarters. 
I found  the  League  visits,  and  the  members  as  interested 
and  as  receptive  as  ever,  all  firmly  entrenched  as  effective 
community  organizations. 

When  the  partner  in  our  business  retired  in  I960,  I 
retired  from  the  "Junior”  League,  and  well  I might,  con- 
sidering the  grey  hair  and  wrinkles,  and  went  into  the 
business  as  Vice-President  and  Purchasing  Agent.  This 
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proves  a consuming  undertaking  and  I am  still  immersed 
although  the  end  is  in  sight.  My  husband  and  I will  partially 
retire  from  business  next  year  and  live  in  the  house  in 
Bermuda  which  we  are  currently  building.  We  chose  Bermuda 
because  of  its  cosmopolitan  atmosphere,  because  of  its 
accessibility,  the  slow  pace  and  the  blue  water.  We  were 
very  conscious  of  the  fact  that  our  children  and  their 
children  would  always  visit  the  "old  folks”  at  the  drop  of  a 
hat,  if  we  lived  in  a spot  like  this  island.  Our  older  son 
lives  in  Toronto,  is  a stock  broker  and  has  two  sons  and  an 
eight  year  old  daughter  named  Christian  Edwards  Dingman, 
definitely  a Vassar  prospect.  The  younger  boy  is  in  the 
army  at  a fascinating  spot  called  Fort  Leonard  Wood, 
Missouri. 

Volunteer-wise,  I have  been  a part  of  many  interesting 
projects.  I was  a member  of  the  Department  of  Defense 
Advisory  Committee  on  Women  in  the  Services,  the  Citizen’s 
Advisory  Committee  of  the  National  Social  Welfare  As- 
sembly, the  Advisory  Committee  of  the  American  Branch  of 
International  Social  Service  and  the  AAVC  Board  of  Di- 
rectors. Also  a past  president  of  the  Indiana  County  College 
Club,  the  County  Tuberculosis  and  Health  Society  and  the 
County  Mental  Health  Association.  Now  that  I am  so  occu- 
pied with  business,  I confine  my  volunteer  efforts  to  the 
Boards  of  the  Mental  Health  Association,  the  County 
Guidance  Center,  the  T.B.  Society  and  the  County  Cancer 
Society  and  am  currently  a vice-president  of  Pennsylvania 
Mental  Health  which  is  a consuming  interest.  Actually,  if 
I were  asked  which  of  a community’s  activities  I would 
choose  to  grow  old  with,  it  would  certainly  be  Mental  Health. 

Our  Bermuda  home,  now  finished,  is  "High  Tor”  in 
Smith’s  Parish,  in  case  there  are  others  from  the  Class  of 
1923  settling  there.  One  thing  more,  I have  kept  in  close 
touch  (or  as  close  as  one  can)  with  my  room-mates  and 
1923  friends.  "Peary”  in  Washington,  "Kelly”  in  California, 
"Peg”  in  New  Jersey  and  "Anna”  in  Florida.  Old  age 
places  even  greater  value  on  the  friendships  which  survive 
the  years,  I find. 

As  for  a "point  of  view”,  I think  I said  a lot  in  one  of 
our  Alumnae  Magazines  while  I was  on  the  AAVC  Board. 
Actually,  I wish  so  much  that  I had  the  time  and  the  energy 
to  do  the  things  I think  of  doing,  the  nice  things  for  people, 
the  letters  to  old  friends,  writing  letters  to  the  editor, 
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sending  in  limericks  for  a "round  the  world  cruise”,  doing 
more  needle  point,  boning  up  on  French  etc.  etc.  etc. 

Marie  ELDER  Zurcher  Mrs.  Arnold  ].  Zurcher 

102  Cliff  Avenue 
Pelham,  New  York 

My  career,  such  as  it  was,  at  the  Women’s  Bureau,  New 
York  State  Department  of  Labor,  ended  in  1932  - so  long 
ago  as  to  make  it  seem  non-existent. 

Since  then  I have  had  a typical  suburban  housewife’s 
life  with  a Foundation  Executive  cum  Professor  husband.  I 
went  through  the  PTA  and  Girl  Scout  phases  with  children, 
have  been  active  for  some  years  in  the  Westchester  Vassar 
Club,  and  have  kept  a lasting  interest  in  the  Pelham  Visit- 
ing Nurse  and  Pelham  Family  Service,  of  which  board  I am 
currently  President. 

That’s  about  all  I have  time  for  as  I travel  quite  a bit 
with  aforesaid  husband,  whose  job  requires  it. 

Our  two  children  are  Arnold  J.,  junior,  Harvard  Law 
School,  practicing  in  New  York,  married  but  no  children. 
And  Elizabeth  A.,  Vassar  ’56,  married  and  living  in  Pelham. 
She  has  two  children  whom  I adore. 

Ellen  ENGELHARD  Cooley  Mrs.  James  Cooley,  2nd., 

2309  Chain  Bridge  Road,  N.W. 
Washington  16,  D.C. 

After  teaching  school  one  year  in  Louisville  I set  out 
with  Addie  Kent  and  Garry  Garrison  on  the  Grand  Tour. 
This  proved  so  exactly  down  my  alley  that  I did  not  return 
to  settle  down  in  America  until  1929-  During  those  years  I 
taught  in  the  American  High  School  of  Paris  and  lectured 
almost  every  day  in  the  Louvre. 

On  my  return,  I taught  for  eight  years,  four  in  White 
Plains  and  one  in  the  Dalton  School  in  New  York.  I finally 
got  married  in  1936  to  James  Cooley  of  Milton,  Massa- 
chusetts, then  a lawyer  in  New  York,  and  we  hurriedly 
produced  four  children.  In  the  spring  of  1941  my  husband 
came  down  to  Washington  to  work  on  the  War  Production 
Board  and  has  been  in  Government  ever  since.  The  war 
years  were,  of  course,  gas-less  and  maid-less  and  in  my 
case  squirming  with  babies,  whom  I squeezed  into  the 
nearest  nursery  school  as  soon  as  they  could  stagger.  We 
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seem  to  have  been  educating  them  ever  since.  Each  one 
has  had  at  least  one  year  of  European  education;  two  have 
done  post-graduate  work  and  we  still  have  two  AB’s  to  go. 

Now  life  has  settled  down  and  I am  free  to  pursue  my 
chief  interests,  books  and  natural  history,  or  birds  or 
conservation.  I am  active  in  the  local  Audubon  Naturalist 
Society  and  in  our  Vassar  Club  Book  Sale,  a $ 12,000  enter- 
prise which  I have  worked  on  for  ten  or  twelve  years.  We 
currently  have  eleven  girls  in  Vassar  on  our  scholarships. 

We  have  a place  in  Cornwall,  Connecticut,  not  too  far 
from  Poughkeepsie,  to  which  we  repair  spasmodically  and 
where  I would  be  very  happy  to  welcome  any  wandering 
(or  erring)  members  of  ’23. 

Kathryn  FALK  Coleman  Mrs.  Alvin  E.  Coleman 

20  East  76th  Street 
New  York  21,  New  York 

I married  shortly  after  graduation  and  the  next  few  years 
were  busy  ones;  first  getting  used  to  being  a housewife 
instead  of  living  casually  in  a sloppy  single  room;  and  then 
came  the  children,  a girl  and  then  a boy.  Happy  years  and 
full  ones  - did  a little  community  work  and  as  the  children 
needed  less  of  my  time,  I became  more  and  more  involved 
with  the  New  York  Section  of  the  National  Council  of 
Jewish  Women,  serving  in  many  capacities  and  eventually 
becoming  a vice-president  of  the  organization.  Also  served 
on  the  board  and  executive  committee  of  the  Child  Develop- 
ment Center.  The  time  passed  quickly;  the  children  went  to 
college,  Doris  to  Vassar,  John  to  Yale.  Now  I am  a grand- 
mother and  find  my  hours  filled  by  my  children’s  children. 
We  have  a house  in  the  country  and  an  apartment  in  town, 
so  we  divide  our  time  between  two  places  - a whirl,  but  fun. 

Frances  FAUST  Lloyd  Mrs.  Putnam  C.  Lloyd 

8 East  96th  Street 
New  York  28,  New  York 

For  two  years  after  graduation,  I taught  English  and 
History  at  Columbia  University’s  Horace  Mann  School  for 
Girls.  Subsequently,  I took  a Master’s  degree  in  History  at 
Columbia  under  the  aegis  of  the  stimulating  Carleton  J.H. 
Hayes. 

After  my  marriage  to  Samuel  Moore  and  the  birth  of  two 
sons,  I moved  with  my  family  to  Hollywood,  where  we  lived 
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for  many  years.  There,  for  a short  period,  I adapted  stage 
plays  for  radio  programs.  With  the  advent  of  war,  I parti- 
cipated in  a Los  Angeles  community  project  to  promote  the 
federal  wartime  program  for  the  care  of  children  of  working 
mothers,  since  women  were  needed  for  the  war  effort.  After 
the  war,  my  interest  shifted  to  the  related  and  always 
lively  issues  in  our  system  of  public  education. 

Today,  I am  living  in  New  York  City,  where  I am  now 
married  to  Putnam  Crocker  Lloyd,  M.D.  Along  with  other 
triumphant  grandparents,  I boast  of  having  grandchildren, 
two  little  girls. 

Ellen  FITCHEN  Cooper  Mrs.  Stuart  W Cooper 

Sheldrake  Point 
R.D.  #2 

Ovid,  New  York 

After  college  the  usual  longing  for  independence  led  me 
into  work  as  Secretary  of  the  College  of  Home  Economics 
at  Cornell.  It  was  fascinating  work,  with  many  interesting 
contacts,  but  at  long  last  I was  prevailed  upon  to  practice 
home  economics  in  my  own  home  for  my  husband,  and  later, 
a daughter. 

My  husband’s  work  with  the  New  York  Telephone 
Company  took  us  into  many  different  communities  upstate, 
and  in  each  one,  our  community  activities  were  varied  and 
full  of  interest.  A family  trip  to  South  Africa  widened  our 
horizons. 

We  have  now  retired  to  the  house  we  built  on  the  shore 
of  Cayuga  Lake,  at  Sheldrake  Point.  In  the  future  we  look 
forward  to  more  travel,  and  in  the  meantime,  are  actively 
interested  in  the  betterment  of  education  in  the  local  central 
school. 

Alice  FLETCHER  Barnhart  Mrs.  Robert  D.  Barnhart 

Glen  Gardner 
New  Jersey 

1923-1926:  Traveled  in  Europe,  including  one  year  as 
assistant  to  Marie  Stark,  one  of  the  first  to  sell  a Paris 
fashion  reporting  service. 

1926-1927:  Foreign  Service  Editor,  Woman’s  Wear 
Daily,  New  York  City  (Fairchild  Publication). 

1928-1940:  Assistant  Fashion  Editor,  Woman’s  Home 
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Companion  (Crowell  Publishing  Company)  New  York  City. 

1935:  Married  Robert  DeWitt  Barnhart,  architect  and 
designer,  partner  of  "Studio  Alliance”,  builder  and  painter 
of  Broadway  theatrical  productions. 

1938:  Daughter  born,  Susan  Fletcher  Barnhart. 

1940:  Son,  Peter  DeWitt  Barnhart. 

1950:  Moved  from  Manhattan  to  Scarsdale,  New  York. 
League  of  Women  Voters,  volunteer  editor  "Burke  Chronicle” 
monthly  magazine  of  the  Burke  Convalscent  Home.  Operated 
Thrift  Shop  of  the  Hamilton-Madison  Settlement  House  on 
the  Lower  East  Side,  New  York  City,  etc. 

I960:  Widowed.  Now  living  in  our  country  place  Glen 
Gardner,  New  Jersey.  Member  of  the  board  of  Hamilton- 
Madison  House. 

Susan:  Graduate  of  Grinnell  College,  Iowa  and  Katherine 
Gibbs  Secretarial  School,  New  York  City.  Has  worked  as 
secretary  in  Denver,  Colorado  and  San  Francisco. 

Peter:  2 years  of  army  service  in  Germany.  Graduate  of 
New  York  University  1964. 

Travel  notes:  1961  - 4 months  driving  around  Spain  with 
my  sister  Sybil,  V.C.  ’20.  1963-1964:  December  - April, 
rented  a house  in  San  Miguel  Allende,  Mexico,  with  Sybil. 

Mary  FOLSOM  Bacon  Mrs.  Mary  Folsom  Bacon 

Melwood  Farm 
Olney,  Maryland 

I left  Vassar  with  a set  of  impossibly  high  ideals  and 
convictions  running  considerably  left  of  center.  The  rude 
awakening  began  in  my  first  year  of  teaching  in  a Klan-ridden 
Middle  Western  community.  I tried  to  stick  to  my  guns,  but 
was  in  several  kinds  of  hot  water.  After  three  years  of  this 
I resigned  my  job  and  took  off  for  Europe  in  a pure  spirit  of 
adventure.  On  the  boat  going  over,  I met  a young  man  just 
out  of  Princeton  whom  I married  three  months  later  in  Paris, 
again  in  a spirit  of  adventure.  After  a brief,  but  exciting 
career  as  assistant  editor  of  what  was  then  the  literary 
organ  of  the  Latin  Quarter,  I returned  to  this  country  with 
my  husband. 

Then  followed  several  years  of  job-hopping  trying  to 
keep  a jump  ahead  of  the  depression.  I revised  manuscripts 
for  a publisher,  edited  a house  organ,  wrote  department 
store  advertising  copy  and,  for  a brief  time,  had  an  adver- 
tising agency  of  my  own.  This  had  taken  me  from  Indianapolis, 
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to  Chicago,  to  New  York  where  I wound  up  as  historian  of 
the  Washington  Bicentennial  Exposition  in  1932.  When  this 
was  over,  I settled  down  to  just  being  a housewife  in  a 
Greenwich  Village  apartment.  Four  years  later  we  bought  a 
house  in  the  country  in  Rockland  County,  New  York,  and 
while  my  husband  commuted  to  the  city,  I went  into  volunteer 
work  with  a vengeance. 

Still  full  of  ideals  and  liberal  convictions,  I worked 
with  organizations  then  considered  radical  in  that  conserva- 
tive community  - peace  groups,  consumer  cooperatives,  the 
Socialist  Party,  Planned  Parenthood,  etc.  This  led  to  a 
mounting  discontent  and  frustration,  heightened  by  my 
husband’s  lack  of  interest  in  these  activities,  which  resulted 
in  over-indulgence  in  alcohol  and  I became  an  alcoholic. 
Ten  years  of  slow  deterioration  ended  in  1950  when  I 
became  a member  of  Alcoholics  Anonymous  and  took  the 
first  step  on  the  long  road  back.  Divorced  and  on  my  own 
again,  I had  established  a fairly  successful  career  in  real 
estate  in  Washington,  D.C.  when  I was  asked  to  become 
director  of  a new  rehabilitation  center  for  alcoholics  located 
in  an  old  manor  house  on  a forty  acre  tract  in  Maryland. 
This  has  been  my  life  for  the  past  four  years  with  time  out 
to  attend  the  Yale  School  of  Alcohol  Studies  in  1961. 

After  being  a ] ack-of-all-trades  and  batting  my  head 
against  the  wall  for  so  many  years,  I am  deeply  grateful  for 
the  chance  to  help  others  find  the  new  way  of  life  I found 
in  1950,  including,  among  many  Ivy  League  alumni,  several 
Vassar  graduates  who  have  passed  through  this  place  on 
their  way  back. 

Dorothy  FOX  Miss  Dorothy  Fox 

92  Grove  Street 

New  York,  New  York  10014 

Although  I remain  convinced  that  V.C.  offers  the  best 
possible  education  to  young  ladies,  the  fact  that  I was 
one-half  ’22  and  one-half  ’23  produced  a rather  rootless  (I 
will  not  say  "group-less”!)  alumna.  Most  of  my  Vassar 
friends  are  within  seeable  distance,  happily  for  me,  the 
non-correspondent  and  non-reunion  goer,  though  I intend  to 
make  amends  for  our  50th! 

I am  still  at  Barnard  College.  My  jobs  here  have  varied; 
at  present  I am  assistant  to  the  dean  of  the  faculty  and 
edit  the  college  catalogue  and  make  studies  on  assorted 
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topics,  such  as  the  number  of  A,  B,  Cs  and  Ds  and  Fs 
bestowed  by  instructors,  or  how  transfer  students  perform.  I 
am  also  the  adviser  to  foreign  students,  which  is  a lively 
and  fascinating  task.  Retirement  is  fast  approaching  and 
next  summer  I shall  be  unemployed.  Because  of  various 
personal  imponderables,  no  plans  for  those  days  have  yet 
been  devised.  Whatever  transpires,  I am  sure  I’ll  not  miss 
that  daily  trek  on  the  I.R.T.  (subway). 


Anne  FRAZAR  Hawkins  Mrs.  A.  Frazar  Hawkins 

2320  South  Halifax  Drive 
Daytona  Beach,  Florida 

Having  read  of  all  the  various  accomplishments  of 
Vassarites,  and  not  having  done  anything  to  shout  about, 
there  doesn’t  seem  to  be  any  reason  for  my  re-counting  the 
"side”  roads  which  I have  followed.  As  a matter  of  fact, 
"reflected  glory”  seems  to  be  my  lot!  For  many  years  I was 
my  father’s  daughter,  and  now  I am  fortunate  in  being  the 
mother-in-law  of  a scientist  at  Los  Alamos,  New  Mexico  and 
of  one  of  the  youngest  museum  directors  in  the  country 
(Brooklyn).  A varied  assortment  of  Volunteer  work  done 
quietly  and  conscientiously  is  about  all  I have  to  offer. 
Sorry  I’m  not  an  astronaut  or  even  a skin-diver! 


Mary  GAGE  Rice  Mrs.  Albert  W.  Rice 

4 Military  Road 
Worcester,  Massachusetts 

Looking  back,  the  last  forty  years  seem  to  divide  rather 
neatly  into  decades,  each  with  its  own  highlights. 

The  twenties,  after  college,  were  the  era  of  the 
unmarried  volunteer,  with  the  founding  and  early  growth  of 
the  Worcester  Junior  League  as  top  interest.  Hospital  work, 
begun,  then  lapsed  during  the  thirties  when  my  lawyer- 
husband  and  I lived  in  Boston,  and  service  on  the  Boards 
of  a Settlement  House,  the  Massachusetts  Girl  Scouts, 
and  the  Colonial  Dames  took  over.  But  when  we  came  back 
to  Worcester  in  1940  the  Memorial  Hospital  had  the  most 
appeal,  and  it  was  fun  and  satisfying  to  help  reorganize 
its  Auxiliary,  learning  a lot  from  others  in  the  same  business 
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in  other  places.  Since  then,  too,  I have  shared  my  husband’s 
enthusiastic  interest  in  the  Worcester  Art  Museum.  A 
grateful  bow  to  Tonksy  on  that  one!  And  I have  also  greatly 
enjoyed  being  a trustee  of  the  Bancroft  School  and  of 
Bridgton  (Maine)  Academy. 

The  fifties  turned  up  quite  a different  kind  of  project 
in  the  little  Maine  village  where  Albert  and  I spend  part  of 
every  summer  in  a house  built  by  my  great-grandfather.  The 
old  tavern,  later  a Water  Cure  establishment,  and  more 
recently  a somewhat  picturesque  but  decidedly  rundown 
summer  hotel,  suddenly  came  up  for  sale  at  auction,  with 
alarming  future  possibilities.  Whereupon  we  found  ourselves 
with  a bear  by  the  tail  - the  reluctant  owners  of  a bargain, 
a headache  and  a delight.  Half  of  this  property  is  now  the 
year-round  home  of  Waterford’s  postmaster-storekeeper  and 
his  lively  family.  The  other  half,  a summer  rental  propo- 
sition, served  for  three  seasons  as  headquarters  for  a Music 
Institute  held  for  the  nearby  rural  churches.  Most  recently 
we  have  been  actively  interested  in  the  transfer  of  an  old 
carding  mill  from  South  Waterford  to  Old  Sturbridge  Village, 
the  first  building  there  from  Maine. 

Armchair  travelers  now,  we  look  back  on  past  trips  with 
pleasure.  And  for  young,  we  rejoice  in  five  great-nephews 
and  sixteen  great-greats.  Does  anyone  feel  more  ancestral 
than  that?! 
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Helen  GARRISON  Dunham  Mrs.  WilliamH.  Dunham,  ] unior 

200  Everit  Street 
New  Haven,  Connecticut 

(Note:  See  reports  by  Fidelia  Moore  Taylor  and  Eleanor 
Taft  Tilton.  For  the  rest,  if  you  see  a telescope  along  the 
Connecticut  shore  or  in  the  woods,  you  are  very  likely  to 
find  Garry  at  the  other  end  of  it.  Personally,  I never  could 
understand  why  the  birds  don’t  watch  her  fully  as  much  as 
she  does  them.  Maybe  they  do.  The  Dunhams  have  a daughter 
V.C.  ’61  and  a Harvard  son.  ECvD.) 


Clara  Belle  GINNS  Lefton  Mrs.  A1  Paul  Lefton 

Kenwood  Farms 
468  Moreland  Road 
Bethayres,  Pennsylvania 

Our  house  was  full  of  soot  from  an  oil  burner  explosion 
when  we  came  back  this  spring,  and  professional  cleaners 
bundled  everything  in  unhomogeneous  packets,  so  that  I can 
find  nothing.  Gradually  things  like  my  checkbook  are  coming 
to  light. 

Honestly,  I don’t  know  where  my  papers  are  and  I have 

given  up  hope  of  finding  anything  in  time  for  your  use 

Both  my  husband  and  I are  still  living;  two  sons,  James 
Andrew  and  A1  Paul,  Junior  are  still  living,  both  married. 
Five  grandchildren  (ours).  Husband  still  working  (hard). 
Interested  and  active  in  community  works  (many).  Still  live 
in  Bethayres. 

(Since  this  was  written  C.B’s  husband  has  died.  ECvD) 


Elizabeth  GLESSNER  Edge  Mrs.  Robert  E.  Edge 

The  West  Farm 
Littleton,  New  Hampshire 

Some  of  us  who  graduated  in  1923  must  have  done  so 
with  high  hopes  and  not  too  much  to  worry  about.  I have 
traveled  a fairly  easy  road  since  then.  The  five  years  of 
spinsterhood  between  ’23  and  ’28  were  spent  in  idle  chatter 
and  travel  in  Europe,  with  many  pleasant  months  in  the  New 
York  of  the  ’20s  sharing  an  apartment  with  Lucille  MacAllister 
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(Midwood)  and  Cecil  Hough  (Webb).  Marriage  in  1928  to 
Robert  Edge,  an  Englishman,  who  had  occasionally  visited 
at  Vassar,  followed. 

In  due  course  we  had  two  daughters;  Ann,  now  Mrs. 
Harry  T.  Carter,  living  in  Chevy  Chase,  Maryland  with  three 
children,  and  Alice,  Mrs.  James  K.  Wittenberg,  with  two 
children,  living  in  Minneapolis,  Minnesota. 

We  lived  for  awhile  in  New  York  City  and  later  in  Mt. 
Ki  sco.  In  1939  our  domestic  and  somewhat  uneventful  life 
was  interrupted  by  World  War  II.  We  moved  to  Washington 
where  my  husband  was  working  for  the  British  Purchasing 
Commission  and  the  R.A.F.  Delegation. 

Since  1945  we  have  been  developing  our  property  and 
house  here  in  the  White  Mountains.  Our  latest  addition  has 
been  a SAUNA.  We  are  free  to  move  as  the  spirit  moves  us, 
whether  by  bateau  mouche,  or  by  dahabea  to  the  headwaters 
of  the  Nile. 

Erneste  GOODMAN  Cottrell  Mrs.  Caspar  L.  Cottrell 

702  Cayuga  Heights  Road 
Ithaca,  New  York 

I have  really  made  an  effort  to  describe  the  roads  I have 
traveled.  I have  found  that  they  have  been  the  back  roads 
and  the  lanes.  Their  ups  and  downs,  their  bits  of  wide 
vistas,  lovely  woodsy  places,  rough  encounters  and  up- 
lifting contacts  are  not  obvious.  I hesitate  to  send  the 
enclosed.  Vassar  alumnae  should  travel  the  super-highways! 

My  lanes  have  been  more  alive,  more  inviting,  I am 
sure,  because  we  "lived  together”  at  V.C.  Didn’t  Prexy 
used  to  say  something  like  "Your  intellectual  life  is  very 
important  here,  but  the  experience  of  'living  together’  you 
will  always  value”?  I do! 

After ' graduation,  too  timid  to  try  to  teach,  graduate 
work  in  physics  attracted  me  to  Cornell.  That  led  to  the 
M.R.S.  degree  in  1924. 

Two  years  in  the  southwest,  while  Caspar  recuperated 
from  pulmonary  tuberculosis,  gave  us  wonderful  opportunities 
to  dabble  in  archaeology  and  nature  study.  Then  we  returned 
to  Ithaca  so  Caspar  could  finish  his  Ph.D.  in  physics. 

The  next  ten  years  brought  a series  of  teaching  jobs 
to  Caspar,  each  terminated  by  physical  breakdowns.  The 
arrival  of  three  of  the  most  terrific  children  kept  things 
hopping.  Caspar  became  convinced  he  could  not  work  full 
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time.  It  seemed  to  us  that  Ithaca  was  an  ideal  place  to 
raise  a family,  so  we  settled  here.  We  still  think  we  were 
right!  Caspar’s  health  improved,  and  he  accepted  a position 
on  the  Electrical  Engineering  faculty.  He  rose  to  full 
professorship,  and  retired  last  June. 

Nearly  submerged  by  the  tensions  of  the  over-busy 
years,  a capable  rector  kept  me  out  of  an  emotional  break- 
down by  convincing  me  of  the  huge  values  of  Christianity, 
especially  with  the  Episcopal  brand  name.  I started  teaching 
church  school,  pursued  it  with  vigor,  took  some  work  at 
Syracuse  University,  and  became  a Parish  Assistant  in 
Christian  Education.  When  the  parish  acquired  a full  time 
curate,  I was  displaced,  and  went  into  the  women’s  work 
as  Mission  Supply  Secretary  for  the  diocese.  A place  was 
found  for  me  at  a group  Life  Lab.  held  in  Evanston.  A 
marvellous  experience. 

I have  ceased  to  collect  committees,  am  actually  dis- 
carding some.  It  requires  time  just  being  a grandmother  - 
eight  grandchildren,  four  of  each  kind.  After  grandmothering, 
I still  work  with  the  organized  Episcopal  Churchwomen; 
attend  meetings  of  the  Ithaca  Council  for  Equity;  take  a 
student  for  the  Host  Family  plan  at  Cornell  (a  home  away 
from  home  for  a foreign  student,  a contact  with  acceptance 
in  a strange  land);  no,  not  the  Garden  Club,  but  one  of  its 
children,  the  Garden  Information  Center,  to  spur  Ithacans 
to  keep  a good  looking  city. 


Olive  GRANGER  Oliver  Mrs.  Olive  G.  Oliver 

New  York  State  University 
Stony  Brook,  New  York 

Writing  a brief  autobiography  is  a little  like  filling  out 
an  employment  questionnaire  at  the  age  of  sixty;  there  are 
just  too  many  decisions  to  make  about  what  and  what  not 
to  include!  (And,  in  addition,  I flunked  Freshman  English, 
at  V.C.).  However,  as  per  example,  here  goes  .... 

Daughter  Phyllis  (the  one  who,  at  eleven,  attended 
V.C.  Summer  Institute  with  me)  and  Air  Force  Captain 
husband  are  located  on  five  acres  just  north  of  Air  Force 
Academy  (where  Mike  teaches  Russian)  in  Colorado  Springs. 
They  have  enough  room  for  their  three  girls,  one  horse, 
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three  ponies,  two  dogs  etc.  and  a wee  cabin  where  Grandma 
and  other  guests  can  have  some  privacy  and  a wonderful 
view. 

Son  Thomas  is  still  with  the  United  States  Rubber 
Company  in  the  Seattle  Office,  which  gives  him  the  far 
West  as  well  as  Alaska  to  pursue  his  truly  fabulous  selling 
career  of  KEDS,  etc.,  and  me  another  wonderful  part  of  the 
USA  to  visit.  Another  granddaughter  and  one  grandson  there  - 
with  more  on  the  way. 

Just  four  years  ago,  I realized  my  long-held  dream  of 
visiting  Afghanistan  where  my  other  daughter,  Jane,  died 
in  1952  during  her  husband’s  tour  of  duty  in  Kabul  with 
USIA.  Another  grandmother  and  I included  this  fabulous 
country  in  a round-the-world  trip  (by  air),  which  I highly 
recommend  as  the  cheapest  way  to  see  the  "mostest”  in  a 
given  period  of  time. 

After  having  to  get  back  into  the  earning  field  at  the 
age  of  forty,  and  doing  various  secretarial  jobs  in  schools 
and  the  National  Council  of  Churches,  1962  saw  the  culmi- 
nation "career-wise”  for  me  when  I came  out  to  the  brand 
new  New  York  State  University  campus  in  Stony  Brook, 
Long  Island,  as  an  Assistant  Dean  of  Students  - specifi- 
cally a Residence  Counsellor.  As  this  takes  place  in  a 
coed  dormitory  and  gives  me  a chance  to  use  my  graduate 
training  in  Remedial  Reading  in  a "live-in”  situation,  I am 
very  happy  with  the  setup.  Also,  it  enables  me  to  follow  my 
favorite  volunteer  work  of  hospital  librarian  and  occasional 
opportunities  to  do  some  biblio-therapy. 

I wish  any  V.C.  alumnae  on  the  North  Shore  of  Long 
Island  would  stop  by  the  University  to  see  me. 

(Note:  Olive  very  kindly  sent  a clipping  from  The 
Statesman  of  November  19,  1963  giving  more  of  her  edu- 
cational background  - graduation  from  Adelphi  College, 
work  at  Columbia  and  Teachers  College  and  an  M.A.  in 
Education.  The  article  also  gives  more  of  her  ideas  about 
the  building  up  of  tjie  University  at  Stony  Brook.  ECvD.) 

Mary  GREENOUGH  Means  Mrs.  Lloyd  B.  Means 

970  Chestnut  Street 
San  Francisco  9 
California 

After  Lu  Sherman  and  Ruth  Grew  and  I and  a few  hundred 
other  sophomores  laid  a wreath  on  Dante’s  tomb  in  Ravenna, 
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I didn’t  come  back  to  Vassar  but  stayed  over  a lovely  winter 
in  Paris  to  study  painting. 

When  I came  back  to  Boston  I kept  up  same  until  I got 
married  in  1927.  We  were  sent  immediately  to  San  Francisco, 
and  have  been  here  ever  since.  I was  busy  with  house- 
keeping and  two  children  and  a small  country  place,  but 
after  the  war,  with  the  children  away,  I took  a fling  at 
commercial  art;  fashion  drawing,  free-lancing  at  almost 
anything,  even  selling  in  a gallery  (ugh). 

In  1959  Little  Brown  published  a children’s  book  written 
by  my  sister,  for  which  I did  the  drawings,  and  I have  done 
some  for  the  Arboretum  here. 

In  the  last  three  to  four  years,  I have  found  there  is  a 
market  for  rather  large  screens,  especially  of  the  18th 
Century  French  wallpaper  and  vast  Italian  ruins  - lots  of 
fun-  as  well  as  small  trompe  l’oiel  marbleized  table  tops 
and  such,  with  flowers  or  petals  or  cigarettes  on  them. 

In  spite  of  crossing  the  country  every  other  year  or  so, 
we  find  ourselves  tom  in  two  between  a son  who  will  never 
forsake  the  Sierra,  and  a daughter  who  thinks  New  Hampshire 
the  only  place  to  live. 

I am  something  of  a wilderness  fan,  and  am  beginning 
to  think  there  is  more  of  it  in  New  England  (and  Canada) 
than  is  left  out  here.  California  is  rather  like  the  dining 
room  at  Main  Hall. 

Ruth  GREW  Cutter  Mrs.  Richard  Ammi  Cutter 

62  Sparks  Street 
Cambridge  38 
Massachusetts 

Ammi  Cutter  and  I were  married  in  1925  and  settled 
down  in  Cambridge  to  the  life  of  a young  lawyer  and  his 
wife,  digging  in  to  the  Community.  I helped  start  a series 
of  dinner  dances  for  people  our  age.  By  trying  to  run  them 
at  cost,  but  being  nervous  of  a deficit,  we  made  a great 
success  and  managed  a tidy  contribution  to  Cambridge 
charities  each  year.  For  this  reason,  and  the  pleasant  com- 
panionship of  our  committee,  I stuck  with  them  right  down 
to  the  War. 

I went  on  the  boards  of  two  small  but  worthy  charities, 
Chickering  House,  a convalescent  home  for  women  and  the 
New  England  Wild  Flower  Preservation  Society.  Rising 
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costs  and  changing  standards  put  the  former  out  of  business 
in  the  late  1940’s.  The  Wildflower  Society  is  going  strong 
and  I am  with  it. 

Meanwhile,  we  bought  a Victorian  house  which  we  love 
and  where  we  still  live.  In  1927  we  started  a family.  Louis 
was  born  then,  Henry  three  years  later  and  Helen  in  1935- 

By  the  time  Helen  was  in  first  grade  Pearl  Harbor  came 
along.  Ammi  was  commissioned  a Major  and  went  to  work  in 
the  Legal  Branch,  Procurement  Division,  Army  Service 
Forces  for  two  years  and  then  in  the  office  of  Assistant 
Secretary  of  War,  John  J.  McCloy.  We  moved  to  Washington 
for  these  three  years  and  it  was  a most  interesting  place  to 
be.  The  children  didn’t  mind  a slight  drop  in  their  standard 
of  living.  Ammi  worked  hard  and  long,  but  throve  on  it,  and 
became  a Colonel.  The  most  rewarding  part,  from  my  point 
of  view,  was  the  friends  we  made,  some  of  whom  are  among 
our  dearest  and  closest  to  this  day. 

The  war  was  a great  dividing  line  in  our  lives  and  I 
find  it  hard  to  realize  what  a big  slice  there  has  been  since. 
After  1946,  I again  helped  run  dances,  but  for  the  young.  I 
did  a good  deal  more  gardening,  the  ball  players  having 
outgrown  our  yard.  I joined  a Garden  Club,  in  fact  three, 
but  not  all  at  once.  Inevitably  I was  drawn  into  all  sorts  of 
civic  projects,  large  and  small,  of  an  horticulture  nature. 
One  of  the  most  long  lasting  has  been  the  Grounds  Com- 
mittee of  Christ  Church. 

In  1957  Ammi  was  appointed  an  Associate  Judge  of  the 
Massachusetts  Supreme  Judicial  Court.  This  has  proved 
interesting  and  congenial.  A longer  and  more  peaceful 
summer  has  been  a welcome  dividend  for  us. 

We  have  always  managed  to  spend  some  part  of  the 
summers  in  Randolph,  New  Hampshire  and  can  now  spend 
two  to  three  months  there,  climbing  and  gardening  and  so 
forth.  Happily  our  children  and  in-laws  like  it,  so  we  are 
quite  patriarchal.  Every  two  or  three  years  we  take  a trip 
and  only  get  back  there  to  the  grandchildren,  of  whom  there 
are  now  five,  at  the  end  of  the  summer. 

Louis  Ammi,  Harvard  ’48,  Ph.D.  from  Columbia  in 
Chemical  Engineering  married  Ann  Horner,  Vassar  ’49- 
They  have  two  girls  and  one  boy.  Henry  Sturgis  Grew, 
Harvard  ’52,  Ph.D.  Boston  University  in  Psychology  married 
Constance  Gates,  Smith  ’57.  They  have  one  girl.  And  Helen, 
Radcliffe  ’57,  St.  Anne’s  College,  Oxford  ’59  married  Paul 
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Horning  Noyes,  Swarthmore  ’55,  Ph.D.  Oxford-Worcester 
College  ’60.  They  complete  the  list  with  one  boy. 


Alice  HAFNER  Dunn  Mrs.  Charles  Wesley  Dunn 

Wilson  Point 

South  Norwalk,  Connecticut 

My  first  year  after  college  was  spent  abroad.  In  1925  I 
married  Charles  Wesley  Dunn,  a practicing  lawyer  and 
Professor  of  Law  at  New  York  University.  Two  children: 
Anne,  1927  and  Charles  W.,  jr.,  1931;  and  a niece,  Eugenie 
Dunn,  who  became  part  of  the  family.  Anne  married  (after 
two  years  at  Bryn  Mawr)  Francis  Foster,  artist  and  teacher. 
They  have  two  children,  Amy  and  George,  and  a third  on 
the  way.  She  is  now  working  toward  her  B.A.  at  George 
Washington  University,  Washington,  D.C.  Wesley,  Middlebury 
College,  ’53,  is  in  investment  banking  in  New  York  City. 
He  is  married  to  Olivia  Hutchins;  their  first  child  is  due 
this  summer. 

My  early  interests  were:  The  Wilson  Point  Nursery 
School,  to  which  all  the  neighborhood  children  went;  "Birth 
Control”  (working  for  repeal  of  the  antiquated  Connecticut 
anti-birth  control  laws);  Garden  Club,  etc.  During  the  war 
had  Sewing  Group  for  British  War  Relief;  Nurses’  Aide  at 
Norwalk  Hospital.  My  primary  interest  since  then  has  been 
in  work  connected  with  the  field  of  Analytical  Psychology 
(C.  G.  Jung)  - on  committee  of  research  library  owned  by 
Analytical  Psychology  Club  of  New  York,  and  on  Executive 
Board,  Vice-President  in  charge  of  programming. 

I’ve  traveled  abroad  on  lecture  trips  with  my  husband; 
and  to  Switzerland  for  summer  vacations,  where  - in  1953  - 
we  visited  Miss  Monnier  in  Porrentruy,  the  old  walled  town 
to  which  she  had  retired.  She  gave  us  a warm  welcome  and, 
in  spite  of  failing  health,  was  as  charming  and  full  of 
interest  in  life  as  ever. 

In  the  fifties  I joined  with  my  husband  in  the  fight  (lost, 
alas)  to  prevent  a power  plant  from  being  built  near  the 
entrance  to  the  harbor,  one  of  the  loveliest  shore  lines  on 
the  Eastern  coast. 

I was  widowed  in  1959.  Now  I divide  my  time  between 
an  apartment  in  New  York  and  country  living  in  Connecticut. 
Also  a Vermont  Farm  in  summers,  where  grandchildren  have 
been  frequent  visitors.  Of  ’23,  I see  Alice  Fletcher  Barnhart 
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and  Elizabeth  Otis  Kiser  here  in  New  York,  and  Harriet 
Ballard  and  Helen  Voltz  Froelich  when  they  come  east. 

Phyllis  HARMAN  Jackson  Mrs.  William  H.  Jackson 

908  Oakland  Avenue 
Birmingham,  Michigan 

After  a few  years  of  earning  my  living  in  jobs  that  took 
me  on  some  interesting  travels,  I settled  down  with  my 
English  born  and  educated  engineer  husband  and  have  lived 
in  Birmingham,  a suburb  of  Detroit  ever  since. 

This  is  a fast-growing  area  and  through  the  years  1 have 
been  involved  in  many  groups  responsible  for  local  and 
county  social  planning,  working  for  better  schools  and 
particularly  recreation.  I was  chairman  of  the  Birmingham 
Recreation  Board  for  seven  years,  during  a development 
period.  These,  with  PTA.,  A.A.U.W.,  League  of  Women 
Voters,  Girl  Scouts,  Vassar  Club  have  sometimes  made  my 
life  seem  a series  of  board  meetings. 

The  war  years  were  made  hectic  by  the  fact  that  Bill 
was  involved  with  the  Manhattan  Project.  I still  don’t  know 
exactly  what  he  did,  but  was  relieved  that  this  work  had  a 
peace-time  application. 

Our  only  child,  Patricia  Harman,  was  graduated  from 
Vassar  in  1958  and  now  lives  with  her  lawyer  husband, 
Richard  George,  in  Rochester.  They  have  graciously  pre- 
sented us  with  two  satisfactory  grandchildren. 

For  the  past  three  years  I have  served  on  the  board  of 
directors  of  a family  publishing  business  and  have  learned 
to  read  financial  statements  well  enough  not  to  ask  the 
stupid  question.  Publishing  is  a complex,  fascinating 
business. 

I am  now  gradually  withdrawing  from  some  activities, 
since  Bill  is  due  to  retire  soon,  and  we  plan  to  go  exploring. 
My  college  friends  may  well  hear  my  voice  on  the  phone 
one  day  soon. 

Marion  HARRIS  Bankson  Mrs.  John  P.  Bankson 

144  North  Dithridge  Street 
Pittsburgh  13 
Pennsylvania 

I’m  just  back  (February  ’64)  from  a visit  with  Marion 
Warmington  in  Cleveland  and  I also  saw  Frances  Bicknel 
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Taylor  so  we  talked  about  Vassar.  My  daughter  Sally, 
V.C.  ’49,  lives  hete  and  has  three  sons  and  a daughter. 
She  is  Mrs.  Roy  A.  Hunt,  junior.  Our  son  John,  junior,  lives 
in  Washington,  D.C.,  where  he  is  associated  with  Neville 
Miller.  In  January  I was  there  for  the  christening  of  John  III 
in  the  Children’s  Chapel  of  the  Cathedral.  Billie  and  Neville 
were  there  too,  so  I had  a nice  visit  with  them. 

I’m  still  on  the  Planned  Parenthood  Board,  Family  and 
Children’s  Services  and  United  Mental  Health.  I’m  serving, 
too,  on  the  Alcoholism  Council  as  one  of  its  four  directors. 
I’m  also  on  the  board  of  the  Pennsylvania  Citizen’s  Council. 
So  I’ve  kept  busy  since  Jack  passed  away  in  1959- 

Marion  Manson  comes  here  twice  a year  to  see  her 
daughter,  and  I see  Mildred  Taylor  in  New  York  where  she 
is  Executive  Director  of  Vogue. 

Theodosia  HATCH  Terry  Mrs.  James  Hendrick  Terry 

2250  North  Alvernon  Way 
Tucson,  Arizona 


In  1923  I joined  R.H.  Macy’s  training  squad  and  became 
an  assistant  buyer  in  boys  clothing;  after  my  marriage  I 
became  secretary  to  a New  York  pediatrician  - both  jobs 
appropriate  background  for  a family  of  three  sons. 

I have  been  chairman  of  the  Sutton  Place  Playground 
Association  (New  York  Community  Council);  assistant  at 
the  Sutton  -Beekman  School;  Secretary  of  the  Board  of 
Directors  of  the  Central  Branch  of  the  YWCA  in  New  York 
City;  volunteer  placement  aide  War  Relocation  Authority 
(which  relocated  persons  of  Japanese  extraction  during 
World  War  II),  later  official  statistician  (thanks  to  Miss 
Newcomer)  of  WRA  Gila  River  Project,  Arizona;  Vice- 
president,  Tucson  Branch  and  member  of  the  Arizona  State 
Board  of  the  League  of  Women  Voters;  Republican  precinct 
committeewoman;  Circle  Chairman  of  the  Women’s  Guild  of 
the  Presbyterian  Church;  Tucson  chairman  of  the  Seven 
Colleges  Scholarship  Conference;  Committee  Chairman  for 
Tucson  of  the  American  Field  Service  International  Scholar- 
ship Committee  (our  son,  Stephen,  was  awarded  the  first 
Arizona  summer  scholarship);  President  of  the  Vassar  Club 
of  Tucson. 

Husband  is  A.B.  Williams,  L.L.B.  Columbia,  and  was 
Chief  Assistant  United  States  Attorney  in  New  York  City,  a 
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partner  in  a New  York  law  firm,  senior  attorney  World  War  II 
for  OEM  and  Department  of  the  Interior,  WRA,  Special 
Assistant  United  States  Attorney  General.  He  has  been  in 
private  practice  in  Tucson  since  1946. 

Children:  1)  James  H.  jr.,  A.B.  University  of  Arizona, 
M.D.  Columbia  P & S,  Captain  U.S.  Air  Force  Reserve, 
surgical  residency  Roosevelt  and  Memorial  Hospitals, 
assistant  attending  surgeon  Roosevelt  Hospital,  Strang 
Clinic.  He  is  in  private  practice,  is  married  and  has  three 
children,  Jane  A.,  six;  James  H.  Illrd,  four  and  Emily  R. 
one. 

2)  Anthony  D.  L.L.B.  University  of  Arizona,  partner 
Tucson  law  firm,  Hull,  Terry  and  Ford.  He  is  married  to 
Marian  Hill,  Vassar  ’51,  daughter  of  Edith  Harvey  Hill, 
Vassar  ’24.  They  have  four  children,  Charles  Thaddeus, 
eleven;  Anthony  D.  jr.,  ten;  Thomas  Langdon,  seven  and 
Anne  Bradford,  six. 

3)  Stephen,  A.B.,  B.S.  University  of  Arizona,  M.D. 
Columbia  P & S,  1st  Lieutenant  U.S.  Army  Reserve,  intern 
Bellevue  Hospital  now  a resident  at  the  New  York-Cornell 
(Lying-In)  Hospital  (Ob-Gyn).  He  is  married  and  has  one 
child,  Stephen  Wilson,  one. 

I am  very  fortunate  that  both  of  my  parents  are  living 
here,  and  only  two  blocks  from  us.  I see  them  daily  and 
mother,  Anabel  Wilson  Hatch,  is  the  alert  class  corre- 
spondent of  Vassar  ’99. 


Margaret  Vance  HAY  Means  Mrs.  Winthrop  Means 

Navesink  River  Road 
Rumson,  New  Jersey 

My  life  will  be  about  as  exciting  to  read  of  as  that  of 
a lawn-dandelion.  Lucky  enough  to  find  myself  in  preferred 
soil,  I’ve  had  a good  time  living  heartily  and  making  a 
strong,  long  root.  As  with  most  composites,  there  are  lots 
like  me.  Every  now  and  then  a cataclysmic  noise  occurs 
and  the  mower  of  history  shears  off  my  more  ambitious 
flowers,  or  some  special  knife  of  fate  hacks  away  a bit  of 
my  root  and  all  my  current  leaves.  But  we  dandelions  just 
pull  in  our  necks  and  stubbornly  set  about  blooming  and 
producing  seed  once  more,  on  shorter  stems. 

I guess  I,  too,  started  as  a bit  of  wind-tossed  fluff  -- 
and  very  fluffy  indeed,  between  the  wars,  in  those  Twenties 
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the  children  kept  asking  about  later,  hopefully  in  search  of 
sin  and  of  more  John  Held  ideas  than  Mummy  ever  had.  They 
were  disappointed  that  Old  Fluff  never  commanded  enough 
weight  to  get  stuck  in  the  mud,  but  spent  those  fabulous 
years  of  our  century  just  getting  intoxicated  on  literature  — 
in  college  and  afterwards,  with  Shakespeare  and  Co.,  and 
such,  to  draw  on  during  a winter  in  Paris.  She  took  a dip 
in  that  old  puddle,  the  Sorbonne,  and  seemed  to  have,  as 
her  second  vice,  just  looking  at  things  and  being  greedy  as 
well  as  undiscriminating  about  music  and  art.  The  children 
were  interested,  approving,  but  not  stirred  to  find  that  Fluff 
spent  the  rest  of  the  Roaring  Twenties  teaching  and  doing 
administrative  jobs  in  a girls’  boarding  school  in  California, 
saved  her  money  for  another  bout  in  Europe,  got  fired  up  in 
Locarno  by  some  talkers  about  "progressive  education” 
(odd  title,  the  children  thought,  for  life  as  it  went  on  in 
their  public  schools  of  the  1940’s).  Mama  drew  a better 
response  with  her  adventures  in  a New  York  experimental 
day-school,  with  what  the  children  thought  a proper  balance 
of  weekend  sailing  and  skiing,  in  those  primitive  times 
when  there  were  wooden  gaff-rigs  and  Norwegian  touring 
bindings.  They  thought  she  had  probably  done  two  years  of 
interesting  and  mildly  useful  work  when  she  was  executive 
secretary  for  an  adoption  nursery  in  New  York.  They  gave 
her  a long  round  of  applause  when  it  developed  that  she 
finally  shed  her  fuzzy  little  ego  and  got  grown  up  enough 
to  marry  The  Right  Man,  who  still  is  it,  for  them  and  Momma. 
True,  they  had  to  wait  all  over  the  White  Mountains,  baby 
rucksacks  getting  heavier,  while  the  parents  stopped  and 
looked  and  looked  and  stopped  at  every  darn  member  of  the 
heath  family.  Yet,  a few  years  later,  they  came  creeping 
back,  one  by  one,  to  ask  for  an  old  copy  of  a field  guide 
suitable  for  Colorado,  California,  the  Alps. 

At  this  point  we’ll  skip  over  the  all-too-familiar  details 
of  life  in  the  New  York  suburbs,  of  good  works  before, 
during  and  after  the  war,  of  the  frustrations  and  rewards  of 
semi-conformity.  We’ll  mention,  though,  joining  the  Society 
of  Friends,  and  the  wonderful  visit  we  had  from  two  of  the 
Hiroshima  girls  who  came  here  for  plastic  surgery.  We’ll 
not  dwell  on  the  also-familiar  stresses  of  school  tuitions 
and  college  fees.  Momma  did  help  a little  by  taking  jobs 
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and  finding  it  marvellous  to  have  some  non-private  life 
again.  We  note  the  final  statistics  though: 

Children:  Winthrop,  Exeter,  Harvard,  Cambridge,  Uni- 
versity of  California,  Ph.D.  in  Geology,  at  present  Lecturer 
in  Geology,  University  of  Otago,  Dunedin,  New  Zealand, 
about  to  embark  on  nine  month  grant  from  NATO  to  study 
"rock -squeezing”  at  the  University  of  Australia,  Canberra. 
Father  of  one. 

Margaret:  George  School,  Radcliffe,  University  of 

London,  Harvard,  3/4  Ph.D.,  English  Lit.,  presently  teach- 
ing English,  Harvard  "section  man”,  counselling  twenty- 
seven  Radcliffe  freshman  and  working  on  her  thesis. 

Helen:  George  School,  Wellesley,  Harvard,  MA  in 

Teaching,  A.B  English  Lit.,  presently  in  Cambridge  working 
for  Harvard  Language  Research  having  returned  from  tours 
of  duty  in  Israel  and  Kenya  where  she  was  training  teachers 
of  English  for  Harvard  Language  Research  and  United 
States  Aid. 

Husband:  Exeter,  Harvard  AB  and  MA  in  Engineering, 
presently  occupied  by  Bell  Laboratories  at  Holmdel,  New 
Jersey  directing  designing  of  fancy  equipment  - computers, 
"brains”  etc.  He  is  about  to  end  forty  odd  years  with  Bell 
System  by  retiring  this  summer  and  pursuing  his  idea  of  fun 
at  some  length  walking  and  botanizing  in  the  European 
mountains. 

Momma:  Now  working  back  and  forth  between  Rumson, 
New  Jersey,  South  Tamworth,  New  Hampshire  and  Cambridge, 
Massachusetts  moving  the  garden  from  Rumson  to  New 
Hampshire,  refurbishing  a newly  acquired  house  in  Cam- 
bridge, for  winter  use,  preparing  the  Rumson  house  for 
tenants  and  beginning  on  the  preliminaries  for  final  moving 
north  early  in  1965. 

Harriet  HAYNES  Fairchild  Mrs.  John  D.  Fairchild 

102  Broad  Street 
Plattsburgh,  New  York. 

It  is  impossible  to  put  a life  into  a few  words.  Everyone’s 
story  should  be  roughly  the  size  of  a large  dictionary, 
written  preferably  by  James  Joyce.  Facts  tell  nothing  about 
the  nudgings  and  pushings  of  coincidence  or  experience  of 
the  mind,  heart  and  soul. 

I’ve  lived  a normal  life,  meaning  I’ve  known  happiness 
and  sorrow  and  zigzagged  from  one  phase  of  living  to 
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another.  After  marriage,  we  had  one  son  and  lost  a baby 
girl.  I led  the  usual  young-mother’s  home  and  civic-duty 
life,  with  many  pleasures.  Having  friends  at  our  hundred 
year  old  house  in  the  country;  becoming  a good  cook; 
gardening;  skiing  in  Vermont  and  the  Laurentians;  boating 
on  Lake  Champlain  and  cruising  on  the  St.  Lawrence  and 
the  lovely  Rideau  Canal  in  Canada,  - all  these  I loved  with 
enthusiasm,  as  I did  my  various  jobs. 

Two  keywords  to  my  life  have  been  enthusiasm  and 
unpreparedness.  Unprepared,  I filled  a vacancy  as  secretary 
at  Miss  Chapin’s  School  until  marriage.  Unprepared,  1 
taught  English  for  a year  at  our  local  college  during  the 
war,  and  worked  in  the  college  library  for  five  years.  I had 
helped  my  husband’s  mother  on  and  off  in  her  modern  and 
antique  shop,  and  at  her  death  ten  years  ago,  she  left  this 
to  me.  We  moved  from  our  country  house  to  an  apartment 
over  the  shop  in  town.  My  husband  died  seven  years  ago. 
Our  son  and  his  family  live  nearby,  so  I see  them  often. 

Again,  unprepared,  I have  been  Bible  Study  Chairman 
of  a church  group  for  five  or  six  years,  and  have  been 
serving  as  Elder  in  our  Presbyterian  church. 

The  shop  brought  me  interest  and  my  livelihood,  but  it 
screams  "More,  More”  all  the  time.  And  I give  it  more,  time 
and  energy  and  thought.  I enjoy  it  but  my  big  regret  is  that 
now  I can’t  - not  cultivate  but  reciprocate  my  friends. 

Dorothy  HEINLEIN  Harmsworth  The  Lady  Harmsworth 

Lime  Lodge 
Egham 

Surrey,  England 

I really  have  nothing  to  report.  I have  spent  all  my  time, 
it  seems,  just  interesting  myself  in  a husband  and  daughters 
(both  very  good  artists)  and  two  nice  grandsons.  You  see, 
there  is  no  name  for  that. 

I shall  look  forward  to  reading  about  the  other  members 

of  ’23. 

Margaret  HILL  Ravndal  Mrs.  Olaf  Ravndal 

Little  Silver  Point  Road 
Little  Silver,  New  Jersey 

After  graduation,  Beulah  Clap  (Ascarelli)  and  I went  to 
Greece  as  volunteer  workers  for  the  Near  East  Relief.  There 
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I met  and  later  married  Olaf  Ravndal,  who  was  and  still  is 
with  the  American  Express  Company.  We  lived  in  Istanbul 
for  three  years  before  returning  to  New  York.  We  have  four 
children:  a boy  born  in  Turkey;  a daughter  Maren,  V.C.  ’50; 
and  boy-girl  twins.  All  are  married  and  have  given  us  eleven 
grandchildren.  Our  home  is  on  the  water  in  Little  Silver, 
New  Jersey.  The  principle  family  interest  was  boating, 
particularly  sailboat  racing.  I enjoy  gardening  and  parti- 
cipate in  the  usual  civic  activities. 

We  spent  World  War  II  in  Washington,  where  my  husband 
was  on  loan  to  the  State  Department.  Many  of  our  friends 
were  there  then,  including  a number  from  Vassar.  Of  late 
years  we  have  traveled  a lot,  here  and  abroad,  mostly  on 
company  business. 

Eight  years  ago  we  bought  a ranch  in  northern  Florida 
which  has  become  our  major  hobby.  It  borders  a lake  where 
one  son  has  already  built  a home.  We  are  planning  one  for 
ourselves,  which  will  be  our  headquarters  upon  retirement 
in  1966. 

Ethel  HIRSCH  Trygstad  Mrs.  Reidar  Trygstad 

Naples,  Flordia 

Neither  four  years  of  Vassar,  four  years  of  P.  and  S. 
nor  thirty-five  years  of  off  and  on  practice  ever  changed  my 
childhood  conviction  that  being  a doctor  is  the  best  thing 
life  has  to  offer.  My  first  two  years  out  of  medical  school 
were  spent  in  residency  at  the  Norwegian  Hospital  whence 
I emerged  with  a bonus  (in  lieu  of  salary)  from  the  hospital 
of  a small  kit  of  instruments,  a smattering  of  practical 
medical  knowledge  and  a Norwegian-born  physician-spouse. 
We  settled  on  Long  Island  where,  between  the  arrival  of 
two  daughters  and  a son  I did  some  practicing  and  assisted 
my  husband  with  covering  the  laboratories  of  half  a dozen 
small  hospitals  in  a fifty-mile  radius.  Came  World  War  II 
and,  with  the  kids  all  in  school  and  half  the  doctors  around 
drafted,  I went  back  into  full  time  practice  of  pediatrics. 

In  1949  with  the  girls  both  in  college  we  moved  our- 
selves, son  Carl,  an  Irish  setter  and  a 20  foot  sailboat  to 
Florida  where  the  farthest  south  town  on  the  West  coast 
with  a High  School  was  Naples  where  we’ve  lived  ever 
since,  practicing  (me)  Pediatrics  and  (Reidar)  Internal 
Medicine. 

Did  my  stint  in  P.T.A.  organizing  and  being  first 
president  in  the  elementary  school  the  children  were  at- 
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tending.  Since  coming  to  Naples,  I’ve  been  secretary  of  the 
local  County  Medical  Society  since  its  founding  in  1957,  a 
member  of  the  Children’s  Committee,  attending  pediatrician 
at  the  local  hospital  and  for  the  last  three  years,  chairman 
of  the  Naples  Welfare  Association. 

We  finally  got  around  to  visiting  my  husband’s  family 
in  I960  (after  having  been  married  for  thirty  years,  it  seemed 
high  time  to  find  out  if  the  family  approved  of  the  match)  - 
a trip  which  took  us  through  parts  of  Norway  and  Denmark. 
We  were  so  enthused  that  we  are  going  again  this  summer, 
taking  our  two  eldest  grandsons,  ten  and  eleven-and-a-half 
along  and  bringing  a Danish  grandnephew  back  for  a visit 
to  the  World’s  Fair. 

In  my  spare  time,  I knit  fancy  sweaters  and  try  un- 
successfully, to  grow  roses. 

Vital  statistics: 

Husband:  Reidar  Trygstad,  M.D.  Long  Island  College 
Hospital,  1928. 

Children:  Elizabeth  Astrid,  Radcliffe  ’52.  Married 

Nicholas  Fast,  M.I.T.  ’53- 

Paula  Ann,  Radcliffe  ’53,  M.D.  Western  Reserve  ’59, 
married  William  S.  Hammond,  M.D.  University  of  Rochester, 
’58. 

Carl  William,  University  of  Florida  B.S.  ’57,  M.D.  ’61. 

Grandchildren:  Fasts,  Stephen  Reidar,  James  W.,  Carl 
D.,  Kenneth  R. 

Allison  Astrid  Hammond  - and  another  one  in  April. 

Dawn  Virginia  Trygstad. 

Helen  HOHL  Rogers  Griebel  Mrs.  John  H.  Griebel 

Friendly  Acres 
Winfield  Avenue 
Harrison,  New  York 

1923-1924  Census  clerk  in  the  office  of  the  super- 
intendent of  schools. 

1924  Married  to  Francis  Edward  Rogers.  Woman’s 
Clubber  and  housewife.  Travelled  in  Europe  and  the  United 
States. 

1939  Became  a widow.  Did  hospital  work,  volunteer, 
then  paid;  also  social  work  for  the  county,  and  area  Red 
Cross  job. 

1943  February.  Joined  U.S.  Marine  Corps  Women’s 
Reserve  and  went  on  duty  in  the  first  women’s  officer  class. 
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Worked  at  Headquarters  Marine  Corps  and  lived  in  Washington 
until  June  1946  when  I went  on  inactive  duty  as  a Captain. 

1948-1950  Had  own  collection  agency. 

1950  June.  Married  to  Colonel  John  Houghton  Griebel, 
U.S.  Marine  Corps.  Moved  to  quarters  in  Camp  Lejeune,  N.C. 

1952  Went  to  Japan  with  my  husband  and  spent  two 
years  in  Yokohama.  Found  the  by-ways  of  Japan  most 
interesting  and  enjoyed  watching  the  ships  of  all  nations 
in  the  harbor.  Saw  the  gooney  birds  on  Midway  Island  when 
our  plane  had  to  land  unexpectedly. 

1954-1956  Back  in  quarters  in  Camp  Lejeune,  N.C. 

1956  Husband  retired  as  Brigadier  General  after  thirty 
years  in  the  Marine  Corps.  Now  we  stay  home  and  watch 
the  birds!  Health  demands  that  we  take  it  easy. 


Beatrice  HOLLIDAY  Adams  Mrs.  Alfred  A.  Adams 

45  Chestnut  Street 
Wellesley  Hills  81 
Massachusetts 

After  one  year  at  V.C.  I went,  to  concentrate  in  music, 
to  the  Oberlin  Conservatory  for  two  years  and  then  to  the 
New  England  Conservatory  in  Boston. 

I taught  music  i'n  the  Brush  Hill  School  in  Milton,  Mass, 
for  several  years  and  compiled  the  music  for  semi-annual 
plays  given  at  the  school. 

In  1925  I married  a ’24  Dartmouth  graduate,  Alfred  A. 
Adams,  junior  and  we  had  three  children: 

Jean  Adams  Auber,  born  1926,  Goucher  A.B.  1948, 
mother  of  four  now. 

A. A.  Adams,  Illrd,  born  1936,  Harvard  A.B.  1958,  father 
of  two  now. 

Beatrice  Adams,  born  1938,  Tufts  University  B.S.  I960, 
teacher  of  twenty-eight  kindergartners  now. 

To  keep  up  with  my  husband’s  hobbies  and  interests,  I 
became  a "fisherman  by  marriage”  and  boating  enthusiast, 
taking  the  U.S.  Power  Squadron  course  in  piloting  and  small 
boat  handling. 

My  own  interests  have  been  in  Community  affairs  - girl 
scouts,  Community  Chorus,  Choir  and  the  Unitarian  Church. 
I have  been  on  more  boards  of  directors  than  I can  count 
including  the  Continental  Board  of  Unitarian  Women.  At 
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present  I am  working  on  a promotion  program  for  Star  Island, 
the  Unitarian  summer  conference  center  off  Portsmouth,  N.H. 

My  husband  was  an  invalid  for  eleven  and  one  half 
years  and  since  he  died  in  ’61,  I have  been  able  to  travel  a 
little.  I spent  three  months  in  Europe  last  summer  and  this 
spring  I am  going  out  to  San  Francisco  and  in  ’65  I hope  to 
go  to  the  Orient. 

Lois  HOLMAN  Thomas  Mrs.  W.  Gwyn  Thomas 

Box  116 

Ponte  Vedra  Beach 
Florida 

Gwyn  and  I were  married  in  1925.  We  have  lived  in 
Florida  since  then.  We  have  three  children.  Bill,  our  son, 
West  Point  ’48,  was  wounded  in  Korea  and  is  retired  from 
the  service.  He  married  Rachel  Jones,  a Wellesley  graduate. 
They  have  five  children  and  live  in  West  Palm  Beach.  Our 
daughters,  twins,  were  Vassar  ’50.  Olwen  left  in  ’49  to 
marry  Dan  Williamson,  West  Point  ’49.  They  have  three 
children  and  expect  another  this  year.  Alice  Ann  married 
Richard  Wallsten,  West  Point  ’45,  in  1951.  Dick  resigned 
from  the  Army  in  ’56.  They  live  in  New  Hampshire  and 
have  no  children. 

Gwyn  retired  in  1946.  In  1950  we  bought  an  old  hillside 
farm  in  New  Hampshire.  We  traveled  a lot  until  in  1958  I 
had  a coronary  thrombosis.  Now  our  travel  is  limited  to 
New  Hampshire  for  the  summer  and  back  to  Florida  for  the 
winter. 

Eleanor  HOPE  Bovey  Mrs.  Martin  K.  Bovey 

115  High  Street 

Chelmsford 

Massachusetts 

Life  for  me  has  been  a blessed  and  happy  one  since  my 
marriage  shortly  after  graduation  to  Martin  Bovey  of  Minne- 
apolis. For  several  years  after  our  three  boys  were  born,  I 
was  just  a graduate  student’s  and  then  a Harvard  Instructor’s 
wife  which  included  a summer  of  study  in  the  British  Mu- 
seum giving  us  a chance  to  enjoy  England  too. 

There  have  been  many  wilderness  trips,  canoe  and 
pack-train,  with  and  without  children,  to  Hudson’s  Bay, 
Alberta  and  most  recently,  bird  hunting  and  fishing  around 
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the  New  England  states  as  well  as  to  Vancouver  Island  and 
Montana.  All  good  fun!  My  husband  being  first  a wildlife 
and  later  a documentary  photographer,  we  traveled  by  trailer 
or  car  around  a great  number  of  our  National  Parks  and 
Mexico.  He  has  passed  on  his  interest  and  ability  to  Martin, 
junior,  who,  with  his  wife,  Clare,  and  family  of  two  girls 
and  a boy  live  in  Concord,  Massachusetts.  Martin,  junior, 
has  recently  completed  a documentary  film  of  the  city  of 
St.  Paul  as  well  as  two  baseball  films  of  the  Twins.  He  is 
currently  working  on  the  History  of  Minnesota. 

Our  second  son,  William  Kipp  Bovey,  after  Hotchkiss 
and  Yale  went  into  investments  and  is  with  Estabrook  and 
Company  in  Boston.  He  seems  to  be  the  perennial  bachelor! 
Three  months  before  Martin,  junior,  married  in  England,  our 
third  son,  Edward  Hope  Bovey,  a graduate  of  the  University 
of  Colorado,  having  recently  won  his  wings  as  a jet  pilot, 
was  killed  in  an  air  collision  over  Williams  Air  Force  Base 
in  Arizona.  It  was  hard  to  take  as  he  had  been  a dis- 
tinguished graduate  and  had  everything  to  live  for. 

For  the  last  four  years,  my  mother  from  New  York  City 
has  lived  with  us  in  Chelmsford,  where,  in  March  1964  in 
her  ninety-ninth  year,  she  slipped  peacefully  away.  My 
hope  is  that  some  of  her  graciousness,  enthusiasm,  tolerance 
and  spiritual  qualities  may  have  brushed  off  on  me.  My 
husband  and  I are  now  spending  time  in  Minneapolis  where 
his  mother  has  been  critically  ill  in  the  hospital  since 
Christmas  1963-  It  is  not  easy  to  let  these  two  rare  people 
g°- 

My  husband,  before  and  since  retiring,  has  always  been 
active  in  conservation  movements.  He  now,  as  president  of 
our  Chelmsford  Land  Trust,  is  making  an  arboretum  on  a 
beautiful  two  and  a half  acre  lot  in  the  center  of  town. 
Together,  every  spring,  he  and  I select  trees  and  shrubs 
for  planting  from  nearby  nurseries.  Many  are  given  as 
memorials  by  townspeople  for  dear  ones  passed  on.  We 
both  love  to  garden  on  our  five  acres  where  he  works  on 
trees  and  woods  while  I do  the  gardens.  We  have  always 
enjoyed  this  puttering  around  while  bringing  up  our  boys 
in  our  1720  house  in  Carlisle,  Massachusetts. 

Of  accomplishments  I seem  to  have  none  - doing  only 
what  everyone  does  for  their  community  where  the  need 
arises.  It  does  not  add  up  to  much,  but  I surely  do  seem  to 
keep  busy  between  trips  hither  and  yon. 


74 


Cecil  HOUGH  Webb  Mrs.  Blaine  Webb 

Box  31 

Palm  Beach,  Florida 

After  college  I lived  in  New  York  and  worked  in  the 
field  of  advertising  and  journalism  until  1928  when  I married 
and  came  here  to  live  as  Blaine  is  a real  estate  broker 
here.  Palm  Beach  started  out  as  a resort,  but  it  has  become 
a place  of  homes,  too,  over  the  years;  many  people  live 
here,  don’t  just  come  for  the  winter.  But  summers  are  hot 
and  we  try  to  get  a long  vacation,  depending  on  business. 

My  life  has  been  a combination  of  that  of  a normal  small 
town  plus,  when  we  were  younger,  much  social  entertaining 
and  being  entertained  due  to  the  resort  angle.  The  normal 
part  consisted  of  our  both  doing  civic  work  --  helping  raise 
money  for  the  hospitals,  Red  Cross,  Community  Chest,  etc., 
etc.  Blaine  is  on  the  Vestry  and  1 am  a member  of  the  Altar 
Guild  of  Bethesda  Episcopal  Church.  As  we  have  gotten 
older,  we  have  had  to  cut  down  on  the  entertainment  side, 
and  fortunately  we  have  been  able  to  turn  the  civic  work 
over  to  younger  people  where  it  belongs  anyway.  I am  a 
salesman  in  Blaine’s  office.  We  belong  to  the  Everglades 
Club  and  the  Bath  and  Tennis  Club  here. 

Our  one  child,  Sheila,  went  to  the  Palm  Beach  Private 
School,  then  Dana  Hall,  then  Wellesley.  She  was  accepted 
at  Vassar,  but  chose  Wellesley  because  George  Mathey  was 
at  Harvard.  After  her  junior  year,  they  were  married,  and 
she  finished  her  senior  year  and  kept  house  in  an  apartment 
while  George  started  his  graduate  wTork  at  Harvard  in  Archi- 
tecture. He  is  a nephew  of  Elizabeth  Glessner,  with  whom 
Frances  Titsworth  Ashmore  and  I roomed  our  senior  year. 
Francie  and  I roomed  together  all  four  years;  an  example  of 
good  freshman  placement  at  McGlynn’s.  George  is  an  archi- 
tect with  the  firm  of  Shepley,  Bulfinch  in  Boston.  They  live 
in  Ipswich,  Massachusetts  and  have  three  children  at  the 
Shore  Country  Day  School:  Lisa,  nine;  Timothy,  seven  and 
George,  six.  That  is  where  we  go  now  for  as  much  of  the 
summer  as  possible  so  as  to  be  near  them. 

This  winter  I have  returned  to  volunteer  work  at  a 
nature  conservation  center,  ten  miles  out  in  the  country.  A 
very  civic-minded  and  constructive  couple  gave  land  to  the 
Florida  Audubon  Society  where  a gifted  man  teaches  children 
about  nature  and  conservation.  He  has  just  been  accredited 
to  Florida  State  University  and  this  summer  will  teach 
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teachers,  and  they  can  get  credit  toward  graduate  work.  He 
has  only  a part-time  assistant,  so  some  members  of  the 
Garden  Club  help  in  the  library,  with  typing,  assembling 
material  and  all  the  necessary  things  for  the  workshops. 

Mine  has  been  a happy  life  and  interesting  to  me,  but 
perhaps  does  not  amount  to  enough  to  include  in  the  book? 
(Note:  Here  it  is!  ECvD) 

Janet  HOWARD  533  East  84th  Street 

New  York  28 
New  York 

(Note:  Danny  claims  to  be  "allergic  to  writing  my 

autobiography  however  briefly”.  She  is  teaching  at  the 
Brearley  School  in  New  York  City  and  vacationing  in 
Redding,  Connecticut.  Having  had  a much  too  brief  visit 
with  her  at  Garry  Dunham’s  daughter’s  wedding  in  June, 
1963,  I hope  she  will  come  to  live  the  year  round  in  Redding 
very  soon.  ECvD). 

Priscilla  HUMPHREY  Halpert  Mrs.  Bela  Halpert 

4718  Linden 
Bellaire  101,  Texas 
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Helen  HURD  Brown 


Mrs.  Percy  W.  Brown 
13800  Fairhill  Road 
Cleveland  20,  Ohio 


After  my  husband  died,  five  years  ago,  I sold  my  big 
house  with  its  two  Steinway  grands,  and  moved  into  an 
apartment  in  Shaker  Heights  hardly  big  enough  for  one 
piano. 

I try  to  compensate  for  the  lack  of  space  and  garden  by 
renting  a house  at  Chatham  on  Cape  Cod,  Massachusetts, 
for  at  least  six  weeks  every  summer.  There  my  grandchildren 
(only  three  thus  far!)  can  visit  me,  and  I feel  I gain  strength 
by  touching  home  base  in  my  beloved  New  England. 

My  younger  son,  married  to  Sally  Reed,  Vassar  ’58,  lives 
in  Cleveland  Heights  and  is  a lawyer  in  the  office  of  the 
Public  Defender.  My  older  son,  his  wife  (Radcliffe!)  and 
two  small  children  are  spending  this  year  in  London  where 
he  is  doing  some  research  on  a history  project.  They  will 
be  back  in  the  U.S.A.  in  time  to  visit  me  at  the  Cape  in 
August. 

Meanwhile,  I keep  busy  in  the  musical  world  of  Cleveland 
where  I am  a trustee  of  our  famous  Cleveland  Orchestra 
and  Institute  of  Music  and  Music  School  Settlement.  For 
eight  years  it  has  been  my  responsibility  to  plan  a party  or 
gathering  of  some  sort  for  all  the  visiting  artists  who  per- 
form with  our  Symphony  after  the  Thursday  night  performance. 
I count  Mr.  and  Mrs.  George  Szell  among  my  dearest  friends. 
Also  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Victor  Babin,  all  of  whom  live  in  Shaker 
Heights. 

In  addition,  I am  Program  Chairman  for  the  Intown  Club 
here,  a delightful  ladies’  luncheon  club  that  has  to  be 
entertained  with  a good  lecturer  or  interesting  personality 
every  Monday  noon  from  October  until  June.  Any  ideas, 
anyone?  After  a year  and  a half  at  it,  I need  some! 

My  late  husband  and  I had  so  many  wonderfully  inter- 
esting trips  abroad  during  his  lifetime,  that  I have  not  had 
the  urge  to  do  much  travelling  as  a lot  of  widows  I know. 
However,  I did  have  a fine  trip  to  Spain,  Portugal,  Yugo- 
slavia and  Greece  including  the  Greek  Island  trip,  three 
years  ago  and  I'm  planning  a mild  little  excursion  to  England 
and  Denmark  in  the  near  future.  I do  enjoy  an  annual  trip  to 
California  and  this  year  have  just  returned  from  a jaunt  to 
Eleuthera  - where  I just  missed  Khaki  Dodge  Brownell  and 
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her  husband  (whose  names  were  on  the  register  of  the 
''Talking  Dolphin”)  by  one  day. 

Happy  Days  to  you  all. 

Clarissa  HUYCK  Meador  Mrs.  H.  Harris  Meador 

38  Northeast  110th  Street 

Miami  Shores 

Florida 

After  leaving  college,  I taught  mathematics  for  several 
years  and  completed  work  for  an  M.A.  at  Columbia.  I have 
been  married  for  thirty  years,  living  in  the  Greater  Miami 
area  during  that  time.  My  husband  is  a banker.  I am  treasurer 
of  the  Dade  County  Vassar  Alumnae  Club  which  has  helped 
several  local  girls  enter  Vassar.  This  is  my  tenth  year  as 
trustee  of  our  local  (Miami  Shores)  library.  I am  a member 
of  the  Miami  Shores  Garden  Club,  two  women’s  clubs,  South 
Florida  Orchid  Society,  and  Miami  Shores  Country  Club.  I 
am  a member  of  the  Episcopal  Church  of  the  Resurrection. 

Dorothy  JENNINGS  Mastroianni  Mrs.  Joseph  Mastroianni 

9 Andrews  Place 
Wappingers  Falls, 

New  York 

Like  that  old  joke  about  the  man  filling  out  a question- 
naire, I could  say  Born;  - yes.  Business;  - rotten.  But  I 
won’t  be  so  fresh  as  these  stories  will  be  fun  to  read. 

I was  born  and  grew  up  in  Southport,  Connecticut,  and 
think  that  was  a wonderful  experience  as  the  village  was 
small  and  unsophisticated  at  that  time  and  I had  a chance 
to  know  everyone.  Being  naturally  a gregarious  person  I 
did  know  every  person  and  critter  in  the  town.  And  I suppose 
that  this  interest  in  people  was  really  what  influenced  me 
in  my  choice  of  a career.  After  college  - what?  Remember 
those  queries  we  used  to  get?  Well,  after  college  I taught 
French  for  one  semester  at  Oakwood  School,  but  my  Episco- 
pal upbringing  didn’t  fit  in  too  well  with  Quaker  ideas  of 
the  time  and  one  semester  was  my  limit,  and  I guess  theirs 
too. 

So,  to  my  family’s  distress,  off  I went  to  the  wicked 
city  of  New  York  and  got  myself  a job  in  the  Homeless 
Men’s  Department  of  the  Red  Cross!  I didn’t  know  much 
about  homeless  men  and  still  less  about  social  work,  but 
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I had  studied  Italian  at  V.C.  and  had  a good  reference  from 
Roselli  - so  that  is  how  I got  the  job  as  there  were  a lot  of 
people  who  needed  to  be  understood.  Of  course,  college 
Italian,  only  the  purest  Tuscano,  is  hardly  preparation  for 
coping  with  Siciliano!  But  we  made  it.  After  that  I worked 
in  New  Haven,  largely  the  Italian  district,  and  could  jabber 
on  at  quite  a rate.  From  there  to  Bridgeport  and  then  to 
Newark.  In  the  meantime  I had  been  taking  some  courses 
and  had  learned  a few  principles  of  Social  Work,  too.  And 
I had  a couple  of  case  supervisors  who  saw  to  it  that  I 
learned  more.  In  Newark  I became  administrator  of  a district 
and  from  that  came  to  Poughkeepsie  as  Director  of  an 
agency,  with  Millsy  as  President  of  the  Board.  Again  I 
found  that  thePokipsie  we  knew  at  V.C.  is  quite  a different 
kettle  of  fish  from  living  in  the  town.  But  I must  have  liked 
it!  I met  my  husband  here  and  we  were  married  in  1936.  Soon, 
along  came  the  war  and  Joe  was  overseas  (Pacific)  for 
three  and  a half  years.  I worked  days  at  Family  Service 
and  volunteered  evenings  at  the  U.S.O.  We  had  a lot  of 
Army  Personnel  at  Hyde  Park  and  the  prison,  also  a British 
Navy  rest  camp  - so  we  were  busy. 

After  thirty-two  years  with  Family  Service,  I have 
decided  to  have  more  time  to  myself  and  quit  working,  for 
pay,  that  is,  last  Fall.  I’m  on  the  usual  number  of  boards, 
Senior  Citizens  Association;  Duchess  County  Music  Associ- 
ation (can’t  get  through  a song  on  the  right  key)  Scholarship 
Chairman  for  the  Area  V.C.  Club,  Executive  Committee 
Hudson  Valley  Chapter  National  Association  of  Social 
Workers  etc.  And  I’m  about  to  start  some  volunteer  family 
counselling  for  my  church,  Episcopal  and  right  next  door. 

One  of  the  interesting  things  about  Social  Work  is  that 
anything  you  ever  learn  comes  in  handy  sometime.  And  I 
have  been  at  it  long  enough  to  see  great  changes  - from 
the  Lady  Bountiful  ideas  to  really  professional  counselling; 
a great  improvement  with  more  to  go. 

Joe  is  with  the  Office  of  Emergency  Planning,  Federal, 
and  so  works  with  state  governments  in  Area  I,  which  is 
New  England,  New  York,  Puerto  Rico  and  the  Virgin  Islands. 
He  travels  a lot  and  I hope  to  go  with  him  some  of  the 
time.  In  the  meantime  I will  represent  you  at  the  Council 
which  is  great  fun,  so  don’t  turn  down  the  opportunity  if  it 
comes  your  way. 
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Anna  Martin  JOHNSON  Lowe  Mrs.  Gerald  Lowe,  Jr. 

85  East  End  Avenue 
New  York  28,  New  York 

The  year  after  I was  graduated  from  Vassar,  I went  to 
Union  Theological  Seminary,  then  spent  a year  travelling 
in  Europe  with  my  family.  In  October  1925,  I married  Jerry. 
We  have  always  lived  in  New  York,  where  he  is  a vice- 
president  of  Johnson  and  Higgins,  insurance  brokers.  We 
have  no  children. 

For  a number  of  years  after  our  marriage,  I worked,  first 
in  the  Chaucer  Head  Bookshop,  and  then  as  a professional 
shopper.  Since  I stopped  doing  that  I have  been  just  the 
usual  housewife,  doing  what  I suppose  is  about  the  usual 
amount  of  volunteer  work. 

For  weekends  we  have  always  gone  to  Bay  Head,  New 
Jersey,  where,  some  years  ago,  we  put  heat  into  what  used 
to  be  my  family’s  summer  cottage,  so  that  we  stretch  our 
weekend  months  from  March  up  to  Christmas.  When  we  were 
young  we  used  to  sail,  play  tennis  and  fish  offshore  a lot, 
but  now  we  garden  principally. 

For  vacations  we  have  for  many  years  gone  to  Canada, 
one  hundred  eighty  miles  northeast  of  Quebec,  for  fishing 
in  the  spring  and  hunting  in  the  fall,  with  occasionally  a 
trip  to  Europe  or  some  place  else  instead. 

Jerry  was  in  the  Army  Air  Corps  (as  it  was  then)  for 
four  years  during  the  war  - two  years  at  Jefferson  Barracks, 
Missouri,  and  two  years  in  China  with  the  14th  Air  Force. 
While  he  was  in  China  I lived  with  my  sister  in  Washington 
in  the  winters  and  in  Bay  Head  in  the  summers. 


Alice  KALLMAN  Nardi  Mrs.  Lawrence  J.  Nardi 

670  North  Terrace  Avenue 
Mount  Vernon,  New  York 

My  husband  and  I are  still  actively  engaged  in  working, 
Larry  with  Saks-Fifth  Avenue  and  I with  the  County  Trust 
Company  here  in  Mount  Vernon.  This  has  been  a pleasant 
association  for  me  the  past  eighteen  years,  the  office  just 
two  blocks  from  my  home.  Previous  to  this,  I worked  in  the 
New  York  Central  Ticket  Office  in  Grand  Central  during 
the  latter  years  of  the  war.  Before  that,  in  addition  to  the 
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usual  P.T.A.  activities  etc.,  I was  organist  and  Children’s 
Choir  Director  at  the  Crescent  Place  Reformed  Church  in 
Yonkers. 

Our  daughter,  Anne,  graduated  from  St.  Lawrence  in 
1950,  married  James  Fife,  St.  Lawrence  *51.  Jim  is  a Major 
in  the  Army,  Military  Police  Corps.  Army  life  has  included 
three  years  in  Japan,  a Korean  tour  of  duty  and  a Master’s 
Degree  at  the  University  of  Alabama.  They  are  presently 
living  in  Augusta  with  their  son,  Peter,  now  six  years 
old.  We  are  happy  to  have  them  as  near  as  Georgia. 

Frances  KELLOGG  Gantzel  Mrs.  Sven  Gantzel 

403  North  Bay  Front 
Balboa  Island, 

California 

(Note:  Amy  Moore  Hoyt  writes  that  Kelly  has  been  very 
difficult  to  track  down  as  she  and  her  husband  spend  about 
six  months  of  every  year  in  Denmark  with  his  family.  She 
has  garnered  the  information,  however,  that  one  of  their 
sons  runs  a motel  at  Aspen,  Colorado,  "one  is  graduating 
from  college,  I think”,  and  one  is  getting  his  advanced 
degree.  The  family  is  equally  divided  between  snow  and 
sea  addictions.  ECvD.) 
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Jeannette  KINNE  Bell  Mrs.  John  Merville  Bell 

15  Ravine  Parkway 
Oneonta,  New  York 

We  have  one  daughter,  married  to  an  I.B.M.  engineer, 
and  two  grandchildren. 

My  husband  retired  a year  ago  and  we  started  out 
immediately  for  Europe  where  we  bought  a car  and  drove 
for  two  months.  This  past  winter  we  drove  to  California 
and  Arizona,  and  very  soon  leave  for  the  Gaspe. 

When  we  are  home,  there  is  golf,  fishing  and  hunting 
for  John  practically  at  our  front  door.  For  me,  gardening, 
bridge  and  some  civic  work  occupy  my  time. 

Eunice  KNOX  Richards  Mrs.  MacLaren  Richards 

180  Main  Street 
Warrensburg,  New  York 

After  college  what?  Teaching  appealed  to  me.  I found 
it  a challenge  to  try  to  see  that  my  pupils  not  only  learned 
but  also  liked  high  school  math. 

After  three  years  of  teaching  and  a year  of  travel 
abroad,  came  marriage.  After  marriage  came  a son,  now  in 
the  Air  Force,  and  volunteer  work  for  my  church,  the  Alumnae 
Association,  the  Republican  Party,  the  P.T.A.,  the  Hospital 
Guild  etc.  The  possibilities  are  unlimited  in  a small  com- 
munity. 

A few  months  before  his  retirement,  my  husband  died 
suddenly.  Since  then  travel  has  been  the  love  of  my  life. 

From  time  to  time  I have  seen  Dot  Jennings  Mastroianni, 
Jean  White  Ault,  Mary  Paulding  Child,  June  Moore  Dunn 
and  Peggy  Brown  Ashton  Bachrodt.  And  I always  look 
forward  to  seeing  you  all  at  reunions. 

Mildred  KNOX  Diven  Mrs.  George  M.  Diven,  junior 

Pre-emption  Corner 
Dundee,  New  York 

While  poised  on  the  proverbial  threshold  to  great  under- 
takings and  enjoying  the  quandary  of  which  of  several 
fields  of  endeavor  to  undertake,  I met  a character  from 
Colgate  on  a blind  date. 

Forty  years  later,  I’m  still  trying  to  rationalize  sub- 
sequent events.  Sometimes  I wonder.  We’ve  just  had  our 
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son’s  family  of  four  small  ones  here  at  the  farm.  The  patter 
of  little  feet  is  lovely,  but  it  sometimes  becomes  the 
thundering  herd. 

My  husband  means  well,  but  we  invariably  get  lost  in 
Boston  when  we  drive  there  to  visit  our  daughter  and  her 
scientist  husband. 

At  present,  we’re  quite  alone  in  a rambling  old  house, 
several  sizes  too  large,  with  Black  Jack,  our  over-sized 
Labrador  Retriever. 

Obviously  my  husband’s  wit  produced  the  above.  A 
prosaic  statement  from  me  re  "the  roads  that  I have  traveled” 
could  be  summed  up  in  "to  the  country”.  From  Syracuse  to 
Cazenovia,  from  Corning  to  this  lovely  Finger  Lakes 
country.  All  circumscribed  by  New  York  State,  so  I could 
well  be  dubbed  insular. 

We  do  strive  to  cope  with  the  world,  albeit  at  grass 
roots’  level. 

(Note:  An  inquiry  produced  this  further  information  - 
"Pre-emption  - a taking  possession  of  beforehand.  Webster, 
which,  I gather  the  Federal  Government  did  back  in  Revo- 
lutionary days,  re  Pre-emption  Road  - Many  miles  N - S. 
Our  farm  is  on  it,  and  the  house  on  a corner,  where  another 
road,  E - W intersects.  So,  Pre-emption  Corner  popped  up 
as  a likely  name.”  ECvD.) 


Joanna  KOSSAK  Skarzynska  Mrs.  Stephan  Skarzynska 

ul.  Lisowska  70 
Warsaw-Bielany 
Poland 

After  my  graduation  from  Vassar  College  in  1923,  I 
received  a scholarship  in  the  New  York  School  of  Social 
Work  and  studied  there  in  1923-1924.  Besides  attending 
lectures,  I practiced  social  work  in  various  social  insti- 
tutions. My  life  in  New  York  was  very  busy.  I was  a member 
of  the  Foreign  Students  Association  at  Columbia  University; 
also  a very  active  member  of  the  Polish  Students  Associ- 
ation of  the  U.S.A. 

Unfortunately,  after  a year’ s study,  I had  to  leave  the 
States  called  back  by  my  family  because  of  the  death  of  my 
father.  This  sudden  and  unexpected  loss  was  a great  shock 
to  me.  My  three  years  stay  in  America  gave  me  a deal  of 
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experience.  Later,  during  the  many  hardships  I lived  through, 
I often  went  back  to  these  serene  days  spent  at  Vassar. 

After  a short  stay  with  my  family  in  the  town  of  Lwow 
(Leinberg)  I went  to  Warsaw  where  I was  appointed  by  the 
International  Migration  Service  Society  director  of  the 
Polish  Branch  of  that  institution.  My  work  was  very  inter- 
esting during  the  two  years  that  followed.  I was  three  times 
delegated  to  the  international  meetings  of  that  society  held 
in  Geneva,  Paris  and  Prague. 

In  1927,  I met  my  husband,  major  of  the  3rd  Ulanen 
Regiment  and  our  wedding  took  place  in  September  of  that 
year.  I had  to  leave  my  work  since  my  husband  was  then 
stationed  in  the  town  of  Biatystok  where  I moved  to  begin 
life  "en  deux”.  Our  marriage  was  the  most  happy  and  loving 
one.  My  husband  was  transferred  every  three  or  four  years 
to  different  towns  and  regiments.  We  had  three  children  and 
though  we  were  not  rich,  my  husband’s  salary  was  just 
enough  to  live  on  in  a rather  small  way.  My  husband’s 
parents  owned  an  estate  which  they  have  inherited  from 
their  ancestors.  After  World  War  1,  the  landowners  were  on 
different  conditions,  my  husband’s  brother  who  managed 
the  estate  had  a big  family  and  it  was  hard  for  him  to  pay 
off  his  brother  and  sister.  We  seldom  received  something 
from  him,  but  I have  always  spent  summer  there  with  my 
children.  It  was  a lovely  place  situated  on  the  river.  I had 
my  hands  full  of  work  taking  care  of  my  children  and  doing 
some  social  work  wherever  there  was  a chance. 

Our  happy  and  quiet  life  was  cruelly  interrupted  by  the 
Hitler  invasion  in  1939-  My  youngest  child  Tomek  was  then 
three  years  old.  Wojtek  was  seven  and  Barbara  eleven.  My 
husband  went  to  the  front  line  and  I and  the  children  were 
ordered  together  with  other  military  families,  to  escape  to 
the  east.  Some  families  had  autocars,  but  the  majority 
traveled  in  simple  wagons  pulled  by  one  or  two  horses.  We 
were  migrating  in  such  a carriage  together  with  a family 
composed  of  the  mother  and  two  children.  The  wagon  was 
crowded  hence  we  could  take  with  us  just  a few  small 
bundles.  Our  journey  lasted  two  weeks.  We  moved  very 
slowly  since  the  roads  were  overcrowded  with  such  refu- 
gees as  we  were,  some  going  on  foot,  and  because  we 
could  not  move  during  day  time  when  the  roads  were  bombed 
by  the  Germans.  We  spent  the  days  in  forests  and  we  traveled 
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at  night.  This  journey  was  very  dangerous,  hard  and  terri- 
bly sad  and  hopeless. 

After  many  hard  experiences,  hungry,  tired  and  dirty, 
we  reached  the  town  of  Lwow  (Leinberg)  where  I had  some 
relatives.  The  apartment  was  already  filled  with  such  refu- 
gees as  we  were,  but  we  could  at  least  rest  and  wash  and 
sleep  in  more  safe  conditions.  After  a few  weeks  of  stay 
there  I decided  to  return  home.  There  was  no  reason  to 
stay  there  since  my  husband  was  on  the  other  side.  After 
many  very  hard  and  dangerous  experiences,  hardly  escaping 
death,  we  reached  our  home  to  learn  that  my  husband  was 
captured  by  the  Germans,  but  escaped  and  was  hiding  in 
the  nearby  forests,  and  our  apartment  was  plundered.  I 
succeeded,  thanks  to  good  friends,  to  see  my  husband.  We 
were  so  happy  to  see  each  other  in  good  health  after  the 
many  hardships  which  both  of  us  had  lived  through. 

A few  days  later  my  husband  and  many  other  Polish 
officers  were  taken  by  the  Germans  to  war  prisoner’s  camp. 
My  husband  was  in  Murnau.  This  was  November  1939-  Not 
sooner  than  September  1946  were  we  to  meet  again! 

My  children  and  I were  left  without  any  means  of  living 
but  we  had  a very  good  and  devoted  family.  Soon  after  my 
husband  went  to  the  camp,  we  were  taken  by  our  distant 
cousins,  landowners,  to  their  mansion  near  the  place  of  our 
last  stay.  These  were  wonderful  people.  They  took  to  their 
house  about  thirty  such  as  we  - homeless  families  which 
were  left  without  means  of  living.  I was  the  one  who  took 
care  of  all  the  children  of  this  big  family.  We  organized 
some  sort  of  secret  school;  the  older  people  were  teaching 
or  helping  in  the  housework;  the  young  boys  and  girls  of 
the  country  were  in  the  majority  in  concentration  camps, 
working  camps  or  prisons.  In  spite  of  having  my  hands  full 
of  work,  I was  constantly  longing  after  my  husband  and 
worrying  about  him.  Years  passed.  The  situation  of  Poland 
seemed  hopeless.  We  lived  in  constant  anxiety  for  those  of 
our  family  who  lived  in  towns  in  very  hard  conditions  and 
exposed  to  dreadful  persecutions,  prison,  concentration 
camps  and  shooting. 

In  1944  began  the  defeat  of  the  Germans  and  in  August 
of  that  year  broke  out  the  Warsaw  insurrection.  The  front 
line  was  running  just  about  200  meters  away  from  the  house 
we  lived  in.  Most  of  the  families  had  left  before  the  place 
become  so  dangerous.  I could  not  move  since  my  little 
niece  - six  years  old  - whose  mother,  father  and  ten  year 
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old  brother  were  in  the  concentration  camp  of  Auschwitz, 
was  sick  with  scarlet  fever.  We  dug  trenches  in  the  garden 
and  stayed  there  or  in  the  cave  days  and  nights.  Bombs 
and  shrapnel  exploded  near  us  killing  children  and  women. 
After  twelve  days  of  this  hell,  I could  no  more  stand  it  and 
one  night  we  left  the  place  walking  and  carrying  the  sick 
girl  till  we  reached  a small  town  somewhat  farther  away 
from  the  front  line.  There  we  could  rest  for  two  days,  wash 
and  sleep,  though  the  nights  were  interrupted  by  raids.  My 
boys  and  the  little  girl  were  not  aware  of  the  danger  they 
were  in  perfect  harmony  thinking  this  is  a wonderful  ad- 
venture, but  Barbara  was  horribly  scared  and  completely 
exhausted. 

After  the  two  days  of  rest  we  started  again  by  foot  to 
the  nearest  railroad  station  where  trains  occasionally  ap- 
peared. Then  followed  a journey  on  the  train  and  by  carriages 
pulled  by  horses  to  a small  country  place  managed  by  my 
husband’s  brother.  He  lived  there  with  his  family  since 
1939  when  the  Germans  occupied  his  big  house  in  the  fami- 
ly estate  and  used  it  for  strategic  purposes.  The  mansion 
was  very  small  and  crowded  with  refugees  from  the  Warsaw 
insurrection.  We  met  there  many  members  of  our  family  who 
lived  in  Warsaw.  Unfortunately  many,  especially  the  younger 
ones  were  missing.  Some  were  killed  or  murdered  in  prisons 
and  concentration  camps.  My  sister,  the  little  girl’s  mother, 
and  her  little  son,  ten  years  old,  returned,  but  in  broken 
health  conditions.  (They  were  in  Auschwitz).  My  sister’s 
husband,  however,  had  been  martyred  in  one  of  the  concen- 
tration camps  in  Germany. 

Crowded  in  a small  room  with  my  children  and  other 
people  I tried  to  organize  our  life  for  the  coming  winter. 
Letters  from  my  husband  from  the  war  prisoner’s  camp 
stopped  reaching  me.  I was  teaching  my  children  and  helping 
in  housekeeping.  The  house  was  full,  mainly  old  people 
and  children.  The  winter  1944-1945  was  hard.  My  husband’s 
brother  had  to  feed  about  forty  people.  Food  was  scarce. 
I started  to  earn  some  money  buying  butter  in  the  country 
and  going  to  Krakow  to  sell  it.  This  way  I could  provide 
the  children,  at  least,  with  sugar,  butter  and  eggs.  But 
this  was  neither  easy  nor  safe. 

In  September  of  1945,  I went  to  a Silesian  town  to  earn 
by  teaching  in  two  schools.  I took  with  me  my  older  son 
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who  passed  his  examination  and  went  to  a school  for  boys. 
He  lived  with  me  in  a tiny  room  sleeping  on  the  floor. 
Barbara  passed  her  examination  and  was  accepted  into 
High  School.  I arranged  her  stay  in  a boarding  house  for 
girls  at  Krakow.  My  youngest  child  and  my  sister’s  children 
were  still  with  my  husband’s  family  in  the  country.  My 
sister  was  in  the  hospital,  hopelessly  ill  after  her  return 
from  Auschwitz.  I was  teaching  for  eight  hours  per  day,  and 
Saturdays  and  Sundays,  I went  to  see  the  children  in  the 
country  or  Barbara.  I was  tired  and  very  unhappy  because 
of  a complete  lack  of  news  from  my  husband.  Many  war 
prisoners  were  returning,  but  months  passed  and  my  husband 
did  not  appear. 

In  the  summer  of  1946  which  I spent  with  all  the  children 
in  the  same  country  place  as  during  the  winter  of  ’44  - ’45, 

I went  to  see  the  ruined  city  of  Warsaw  and  look  for  a job 
and  a room  where  I could  live  with  all  my  children.  I learned 
by  chance  that  the  American  Embassy  had  built  barracks 
in  Warsaw  for  their  officers  and  was  looking  for  English- 
speaking  Polish  workers.  I applied  there  and  was  immedi- 
ately engaged  as  librarian  in  the  Library  of  the  United 
States  Information  Service.  I soon  found  a little  room  in  a 
family  where  I moved  as  subtenant.  I went  to  the  country 
to  fetch  the  children  and  take  the  rest  of  my  belongings. 
This  was  August,  the  26th,  a beautiful  morning,  the  end  of 
summer,  when  my  husband  appeared  in  our  room.  This  was, 
I think,  one  of  the  happiest  days  of  my  life,  maybe  the 
happiest!  He  was  thin  and  pale  but  his  eyes  were  shining 
with  joy  and  love.  We  were  reunited  again  and  it  was  certain- 
ly a miracle  that  nobody  was  missing  and  all  were  healthy 
in  spite  of  the  hard  experiences,  a part  of  which  only,  I 
could  describe  here. 

We  were  terribly  happy  though  our  living  conditions 
were  very  hard,  five  of  us  in  one  small  room.  The  kitchen 
and  bathroom  was  used  by  three  families.  I earned  enough 
to  maintain  my  family;  my  husband  also  found  some  job  but 
we  were  deprived  of  many  indispensable  things  - clothing, 
pillows,  blankets,  furniture  etc.  Then  my  friends  in  the 
U.S.A.  mainly  the  Vassar  ’23  girls,  have  helped  me.  I am 
most  thankful  to  all  of  them  and  especially  to  Ruth  Spafford 
(Spif)  now  Mrs.  Lawrence  Morris.  I received  many  packages 
with  clothing  and  in  1948,  thanks  to  their  help,  we  could 
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buy  a small  apartment,  two  rooms,  kitchen  and  bathroom 
in  a distant  quarter  of  Warsaw  - Bielany.  It  seemed  like  a 
palace  to  us. 

But  soon  we  were  crowded  again.  Bielany  became  the 
center  for  all  the  members  of  our  family  scattered  after  the 
war  in  small  towns.  Three  nieces  were  living  with  us,  first 
studying  then  working  in  Warsaw.  My  brothers  and  cousins 
often  came  on  business  to  Warsaw  and  stayed  with  us  since 
at  that  time  Warsaw  just  started  to  build.  There  were  few 
hotels,  no  rooms  to  rent.  There  were  nights  when  ten  persons 
were  staying  at  Bielany.  But  we  did  not  complain.  Our 
family  was  always  a loving  family;  we  agreed  perfectly 
and  we  were  happy  to  help  them.  Slowly  we  got  some  more 
furniture,  we  were  better  dressed  etc. 

This  happy  period  did  not  last  long.  There  came  the 
time  of  Stalin’s  regime.  In  1953  I was  arrested.  Again  four 
years  of  hard  experiences  for  my  family  and  myself.  My 
husband  was  suffering  terribly  maybe  more  than  myself.  I 
returned  home  in  1956.  Many  things  have  changed.  My 
husband  who  was  healthy  and  tried  to  be  in  good  spirits 
in  spite  of  my  absence,  collapsed  slowly  after  my  return. 
My  younger  son  was  studying  Ethnography  in  the  City  of 
Wroclaw;  the  older  was  not  so  lucky.  Because  of  my  absence 
he  had  to  work.  He  was  engaged  in  the  Laboratory  of 
Paleontology  of  the  Polish  Academy  of  Science.  Soon  after 
my  return,  my  nieces  were  married;  in  I960  my  daughter 
married  and  my  younger  son.  I was  doing  translations  of 
summaries  of  geological  articles.  I had  to  work  hard  to 
learn  to  do  it.  My  Vassar  friends  have  helped  my  family 
during  my  absence  and  after  my  return  too. 

In  December  1962  my  husband  left  me  forever  after  two 
years  of  suffering.  During  this  hard  period  my  Vassar 
friends  have  helped  me  again  sending  money  through  the 
P.K.O.  which  enabled  me  to  give  my  husband  all  medical 
care  I could  get  here.  Alas,  nothing  helped. 

My  children  are  very  good  to  me  and  tried  to  console 
me,  but  I miss  my  husband  constantly.  I live  with  my  older 
son,  his  wife  and  the  thirteen  months  old  girl  in  our  old 
apartment.  I occupy  the  small  room  and  my  son  and  his 
family  the  big  one.  He  is  technical  assistant  of  the  same 
Paleontological  Department  and  at  present  he  is  taking  part 
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in  the  scientific  expedition  of  that  department  into  the 
desert  of  Gobi  in  Mongolia. 

Barbara  has  a son  who  is  fourteen  months  old.  The  two 
babies  are  very  cute  and  pretty  and  they  are  my  real  con- 
solation. My  younger  son  married  a girl  who  finished 
anthropology  and  is  assistant  in  the  Medical  Academy  of 
Wroclaw.  My  son  is  assistant  in  the  Department  of  Eth- 
nography of  the  Polish  Academy  of  Science  in  Wroclaw. 
Both  work  for  their  doctor’s  degree. 

All  my  children  are  very  happy  in  their  marriages,  but 
all  three  dream  about  better  housing  conditions,  especially 
my  daughter  who  lives  with  her  husband,  son  and  mother- 
in-law  in  two  small  rooms  one  of  which  has  shelves  with 
books  from  floor  to  ceiling  on  two  walls.  Her  husband  is  a 
historian.  Housing  conditions  in  Warsaw  are  improving 
every  year.  The  city  is  building  many  new  apartment  houses, 
but  still  not  sufficient. 

Due  to  general  economising  tendency  of  our  government, 
I receive  few  translations  lately  and  I devote  all  my  spare 
time  to  my  grandchildren, 

Edith  KROHN  Magrish  Mrs.  James  L.  Magrish 

5860  Wayside  Avenue 
Cincinnati,  30,  Ohio 

I didn’t  write  this  account  at  once  as  it  all  seemed  so 
dull  compared  with  the  glamorous  events  chronicled  in  the 
Alumnae  notes.  But  - here  goes. 

After  commencement  I went  abroad  on  the  tour  con- 
ducted by  Professor  Bruno  Roselli.  Helen  (Swede)  Voltz 
and  Elizabeth  Dinkey  were  also  members  of  the  group.  The 
tour  went  home,  but  I stayed  over  for  a year  and  a half.  Kay 
Stein  and  Dorothy  Krolik  were  with  me  in  Paris  part  of  this 
time.  When  I returned  to  the  United  States,  I studied  stage 
dancing  at  Ned  Wayburn’s  and  sculpture  with  Archipenko. 
Then  in  1930  I was  married  to  Jim  Magrish,  Yale  Law 
School  1924. 

We’ve  had  a wonderful  life  including  two  daughters  and 
now  two  grandchildren.  During  the  war  we  moved  to  Washing- 
ton for  five  years,  living  in  McLean,  Virginia.  There  I 
served  as  an  air-spotter  and  also  as  a Grey  Lady  in  Fort 
Belvoir  Hospital.  Now  I am  interested  in  the  League  of 
Women  Voters  and  my  chief  interest  is  in  the  Craft  Shop  of 
the  Handicapped.  I am  on  the  board  of  this  organization 
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and  am  in  charge  of  the  Home  Bound.  This  means  thinking 
up  and  designing  saleable  articles  and  instructing  handi- 
capped people  in  making  them. 

This  is  about  as  far  as  the  road  goes. 

Elizabeth  LACEY  Thompson  Mrs.  Joseph  H.  Thompson 

Brightwood,  Metcalf  Road 
Willoughby,  Ohio 

Although  I attended  Vassar  for  only  freshman  year,  this 
experience  has  always  meant  a great  deal  to  me  as  I,  at 
least  part  way,  carried  on  a tradition  of  my  family,  every 
member  of  which  attended  for  two  generations.  My  mother 
is  one  of  the  oldest  living  graduates,  Class  of  ’94,  and 
attended  many  reunions  including  the  50th. 

What  I learned,  not  especially  from  studies  but  life 
in  general,  from  faculty  and  classmates,  as  I had  great 
admiration  for  so  many,  and  upperclass  students,  never 
ceased  to  be  a source  of  inspiration.  This  has  meant  much 
to  me. 

I was  married  in  1921  to  Joseph  H.  Thompson.  We  were 
both  from  Nashville,  Tennessee,  and  moved  to  Cleveland 
at  that  time.  He  is  in  the  Iron  Ore  Mining  business. 

Family:  two  married  daughters  and  seven  grandchildren. 

We  now  live  in  the  country  about  twenty-five  miles 
from  Cleveland. 

Civic  activities:  I served  on  the  board  of  the  Youth 
Bureau,  Delinquent  Prevention  Organization,  for  twenty- 
five  years  in  different  capacities  including  Presdient.  I 
have  also  served  on  various  parents’  committees  for  our 
own  children  and  their  friends  - in  and  out  of  school  acti- 
vities. I have  been  active  in  conservation  of  natural  re- 
sources and  civic  beautification  organizations  including 
chairman  of  the  Ohio  Roadside  Council,  through  which  other 
civic  groups  were  encouraged  and  kept  up  to  date  to  promote 
national  billboard  control  law  on  federal  interstate  roads 
and  the  passage  of  a complementing  law  in  Ohio. 

I have  served  on  the  board  of  the  Brush  Foundation  for 
the  past  five  years.  It  is  concerned  with  distributing  funds 
from  a private  foundation  for  education  in  Planned  Parent- 
hood throughout  the  world  and  research  not  only  to  promote 
this,  but  also  to  study  fertility,  nutrition  and  various 
aspects  connected  with  this  subject. 

Hobbies:  gardening,  golf,  shooting  of  game  birds  on  our 
farm  in  Georgia  where  we  follow  recommended  conservation 
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practices  to  provide  food  and  shelter  areas  for  the  game 
birds  and  have  increased  the  population  of  them  to  about 
three  times  what  were  there  when  we  bought  the  farm  some 
ten  years  ago. 

Travel:  I’ve  taken  several  short  trips  to  Europe  in  the 
last  five  years  when  it  was  possible  for  my  husband  to 
get  away. 


Margaret  LAIDLAW  Richardson  Mrs.  Avery  G.  Richardson 

180  Vreeland  Avenue 
Boonton,  New  Jersey 

Forty  years  of  living  boiled  down  to  one  page  becomes 
a pretty  bare  statement,  but  an  account  of  how  one  came  to 
think  and  act  as  one  did  is  obviously  impossible  here. 

After  college  I taught  for  two  years,  then  married  an 
engineer  and  had  three  children.  I don’t  think  child-raising 
is  necessarily  a full-time  job,  but  it  was  for  me.  The 
dishes-and-diapers  routine  was  tiresome,  but  it  was  only 
part  of  a very  worthwhile  whole;  and  our  eight  grandchildren 
are  a continuing  delight.  We’ve  had  the  usual  amount  of 
grief,  but  we  feel,  looking  back  from  here,  that  we  have 
had  a full,  interesting  and  happy  life. 

As  the  children  got  out  from  underfoot,  I began  to  have 
Outside  Interests.  I taught  some  more.  I took  library  courses 
so  that  I could  set  up  both  the  medical  and  the  patients’ 
libfaries  at  our  new  hospital.  I support  the  League  of 
Women  Voters,  but  I’m  not  a very  political  animal.  I’ve 
done  a lot  of  church  work  as  both  Mary  and  Martha. 

Now  that  my  husband  has  retired  from  the  daily  office 
to  a consulting  status,  we  have  time  to  travel.  We  spent 
four  months  last  summer  seeing  Alaska  in  a station  wagon 
fitted  for  camping  and  had  a wonderful  time;  we  plan  more 
trips  here  and  there.  We  acknowledge  trouble  and  danger  in 
the  world  at  large,  but  our  personal  life  is  a very  happy 
one. 

Virgil  LAMB  1003  South  Twenty-fourth  Street, 
Birmingham,  Alabama 


I’ve  been  teaching  school  all  these  years  since  ’23 
except  two  when  family  emergencies  occurred.  The  first 
year  out  of  V.C.,  I taught  at  Foxcroft  in  Virginia;  three 
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succeeding  ones  at  a girls’  school  in  Birmingham,  Alabama; 
all  the  others  at  a high  school  in  Birmingham. 

I cannot  believe  so  many  years  have  passed!  It  doesn’t 
seem  that  way  at  all!  Perhaps  my  long  association  with 
youth  has  something  to  do  with  such  an  illusion. 


Anna  Southard  LARNER  Cox  Mrs.  James  H.S.  Cox 

3501  S.  Indian  River  Drive 
Fort  Pierce,  Florida 

Now  that  I have  passed  my  sixtieth  birthday,  I think  I 
am  safe  in  saying  that  every  member  of  the  class  of  1923  is 
in  this  bewitching  decade.  This  is  a good  platform  from 
which  to  survey  the  past  four  decades  since  we  so  gaily 
switched  the  tassels  on  our  mortarboards  and  handed  our 
diplomas  around  to  each  other.  I shall  be  so  much  interested 
in  reading  all  of  your  autobiographical  sketches,  and  it 
will  be  with  a clearer  conscience  if  I submit  my  own  to  be 
added  to  the  collection. 

My  life,  to  date,  has  been  in  three  very  distinct  parts, 
all  of  which  have  made  a very  pleasant  pattern.  Until  six 
years  after  my  marriage,  I had  the  privilege  of  living  in 
Washington,  and  enjoyed  carefree,  interesting  years,  with 
so  many  advantages  and  opportunities  which  I took  so 
much  for  granted,  but  appreciate  more  and  more  as  the 
years  go  by. 

Then  came  fifteen  wonderful  and  rewarding  years  in 
Northern  New  Jersey  where  Jim  and  I owned  and  operated 
a dairy  farm,  and  where  we  lived  until  our  daughter  was 
through  college.  It  was  while  I was  there  that  I proved  the 
saying  that  the  busiest  people  are  the  ones  who  can  take 
on  the  most  jobs,  for  these  were  the  years  when  I somehow 
found  time  to  take  on  responsibilities  in  YWCA  work, 
Hospital  Auxiliary,  A.A.U.W.  and  Church  affairs. 

Now,  for  the  past  nine  years,  having  retired,  we  are 
fortunate  to  be  living  in  a beautiful  spot  on  the  Indian 
River,  south  of  Fort  Pierce,  Florida.  At  this  point  I can 
report:  one  husband,  one  daughter,  one  son-in-law  and  one 
grandson.  Nancy’s  husband  is  with  the  Martin-Marietta 
Company  at  Cape  Canaveral.  We  are  fortunate  in  having 
them  close  by,  and  are  enjoying  our  seventeen-month  old 
grandson  as  we  watch  him  develop. 
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Beatrice  LOMAS  Gould  Mrs.  Sydney  Gould 

Opening  Hill  Road 
Madison,  Connecticut 

A doting  grandmother  reminisces  a span  of  forty-three 
years:  1921  - 1964. 

First  of  all,  my  husband  and  I are  still  happily  married. 
As  the  pace  of  active  years  slows,  we  find  life  is  quieter, 
richer  and  vitally  interesting. 

The  saga  of  my  sojourn  at  Vassar  is  rather  unique.  I 
first  appeared  in  September  1918  as  a Freshman,  Class  of 
’22.  In  October,  one  month  later,  the  1918  flu  devastated 
the  campus  and  I was  one  of  the  casualties.  After  a month 
in  bed,  four  months  on  crutches  because  of  a flu-infected 
knee,  I was  not  permitted  to  return.  So,  I was  tutored  at 
home  by  Yale  professors,  took  my  exams  at  Vassar  and 
was  accepted  as  a Freshman,  Class  of  ’23  with  advanced 
credit.  Sophomore  year  romance  took  precedence  and  I left 
to  be  married  in  September,  1921.  As  our  class  graduated 
in  June,  1923  and  our  son  arrived  in  September  of  that  year, 
I find  it  essential  to  sign  myself  "Ex  - ’23”. 

My  life  has  been  patterned  by  my  husband’s  activities  - 
Army,  business  and  science. 

Early  married  life  was  the  usual  domesticity  and  raising 
my  family  of  two  children  - par  for  the  ’23  course.  In  ’42 
my  West  Point  husband  was  recalled  to  the  Army  and  we 
spent  four  busy,  exhausting  years  in  Washington,  D.C. 
Because  of  the  embassies  and  national  center,  it  was  a 
vital,  intense  place  to  be,  internationally  minded  with  the 
acute  awareness  of  the  seriousness  of  war.  We  were  de- 
lighted when  we  were  allowed  to  return  to  our  country  home 
in  Madison,  Connecticut. 

My  volunteer  services  were  fifteen  years  Red  Cross 
Motor  Services  - four  years  truck-driving  in  Washington, 
D.C.  - Red  Cross  Board.  Over  the  years  I’ve  been  active 
in  Vassar  Club,  A.A.U.W.,  Garden  Clubs  and  various 
activities  spanning  clinic,  college  and  civic  fields. 

Our  daughter,  Arleen,  graduated  from  Vassar  in  ’47, 
Yale  B-Mus.  from  the  Yale  School  of  Music  and  Indiana 
University,  M.A.  She  is  now  married  - Mrs.  Edward  C. 
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Toops  - and  has  three  children.  Our  son,  Sydney  Ward 
Gould,  junior,  R.P.L  ’48,  also  has  three  children. 

My  husband’s  latest  vocation,  director  and  compiler  of 
the  International  Plant  Index,  entails  considerable  travel- 
ing here  and  abroad.  So,  I tag  along. 

I want  to  stay  around  to  see  America  land  on  the  moon. 
Life  is  too  interesting  to  exit  too  soon. 

Alice  LOWENHAUPT  Steindler  Mrs.  S.A.  Steindler 

224  North  Polk  Drive 
Sarasota,  Florida 

For  eight  or  nine  months  of  the  year  we  now  live  in 
Florida  in  Sarasota.  Except  for  that  earth-shaking  news  I 
have  nothing  to  report  that  could  possibly  interest  anybody. 
(Note:  A1  very  kindly  wrote  to  some  of  the  procrastinators, 
which  interested  me,  at  least.  Dorothy  Munro  notes  that 
she  included  Al’s  two  sons,  who  were  in  our  ’55  book,  in 
her  statistics.  ECvD.) 

Margaret  LYON  Hynson  Mrs.  N.  Dushane  Hynson 

1800  Country  Club  Drive 
P.O.  Box  169 
Redlands,  California 

In  spite  of  my  conviction  that  I would  help  to  remake 
the  world  when  I left  Vassar,  I settled  for  limited  fields 
in  a small  California  town.  After  a trip  around  the  world 
and  to  Old  China  with  my  mother  in  1925  - and  soon  after 
our  marriage  my  citrus  grower  husband  and  I moved  back  to 
Redlands  where  we  raised  our  three  daughters. 

During  those  busy  years  we  were  active  in  numerous 
forms  of  Community  Service.  I was  President  of  the  As- 
sistance League,  on  the  board  of  the  Family  Service  and 
active  in  many  other  forms  of  Social  Work. 

The  pace  of  life  in  Redlands  allowed  time  for  leisure 
with  tennis,  swimming,  family  camping  trips  etc. 

Our  girls  are  away  at  distant  points  of  the  compass, 
but  we  have  periodic  visits  from  them  and  our  seven  grand- 
children. 

When  Due  (my  husband)  retired  in  1956,  we  began  our 
annual  travels.  To  date  we  have  visited  forty-five  to  fifty 
foreign  countries.  Experts  on  none,  but  fascinated  by  all 
we  find.  By  meeting  and  talking  to  as  many  people  as 
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possible  on  our  trips,  we  exchange  ideas  and  add  a bit  to 
international  understanding  and  goodwill. 

(Since  this  was  written,  Maggie’s  husband  has  died.  ECvD). 

Theresa  MACK  Goldsmith  Mrs.  Walter  J.  Goldsmith 

4477  North  Prospect  Avenue 
Milwaukee  II,  Wisconsin 

I don’t  know  just  what  kind  of  roads  I have  traveled.  I 
do  the  usual  things,  Board  of  the  YWCA,  American  Cancer 
Society,  League  of  Women  Voters  etc. 

I have  two  grandsons  and  a granddaughter.  We  travel 
quite  a bit,  and  are  just  about  to  depart  for  the  Near  East. 

I’m  afraid  I haven’t  any  accomplishments. 

Lucille  McALLISTER  Midwood  Mrs.  George  A Midwood 

503  Washington  Road 
West  Barrington 
Rhode  Island 

For  those  of  us  who  do  not  wish  to  identify  themselves 
with  the  best  selling  Vassar  grads  or  Groups  of  today,  our 
class  Book  should  furnish  a wealth  of  material  for  a new 
image.  My  own  travelogue  is  as  follows  - for  what  it  is 
worth! 

After  recovering  from  graduation  I spent  a year  "at 
home”,  mostly  hoping  to  become  a golf  champion  (seeds  of 
frustration?).  In  1924  Liz  Glessner,  Ted  Hough  and  I joined 
forces  for  the  typical  New  York  Apartment  experience 
which  lasted  four  happy  years  (full  of  material  for  Cornelia 
Otis  Skinner  or  G.C.  Menotti!).  I kept  pursuing  golf  balls 
through  the  green  and  on  paper  (but  writing  about  other 
champions,  hence  more  frustration).  I won  a job  on  the 
publication  "Golf  Illustrated”  with  an  article  on  Vassar’s 
then  brand  new  golf  course  (laid  out  over  the  Sunset  Hill 
where  an  occasional  ghastly  or  ghostly  savage  roamed  and 
terrified  our  Victorian  imaginations  - remember?).  My  lucky 
golf-job  required  traveling  the  tournament  circuit,  playing 
the  game  myself  as  often  as  I pleased,  writing  as  much  as 
possible  even  under  pen  names,  and,  in  the  meantime 
learning  much  about  the  magazine  game  as  Assistant 
Editor. 

In  1928  I was  married  to  George  A.  Midwood,  M.I.T.  ’22. 
We  lived  first  in  New  London,  Connecticut,  then  in  Green- 
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field,  Massachusetts.  I continued  to  write  for  a while,  but 
gave  it  up  when  offspring  arrived,  one  daughter  and  one 
son.  In  1936  my  husband  died  and  I then  had  to  concentrate 
on  home  life  and  double  parental  responsibilities.  I returned 
to  Barrington,  Rhode  Island,  to  live  with  my  mother,  also 
a widow.  Since  then  we  have  enjoyed  the  typical  suburban 
life  in  this  attractive  all  year  round  community  - Narra- 
gansett  Bay  at  our  front  door  and  the  championship  Rhode 
Island  Country  Club  course  at  our  back  door.  I am  still 
chasing  golf  balls  and  I am  still  frustrated  by  the  game, 
but  I have  found  good  middle  age  therapy  in  its  exercise; 
also  doing  all  my  House  and  Garden  chores,  playing  the 
piano  (memories  of  ”J”  of  course),  and  accomplishing  a 
respectable  modicum  of  community  service.  My  mother’s 
companionship  has  been  a wonderful  inspiration.  She  is 
now  ninety  years  young  and  a well  known  New  England 
handweaver.  As  her  Assistant,  I have  developed  a keen 
interest  in  the  craft  myself.  Over  the  last  dozen  years,  we 
have  had  several  European  and  other  trips  together,  with 
handweaving  always  our  objective,  thus  leading  us  far  off 
the  well-beaten  tourist  lanes  and  affording  unique  ex- 
periences and  contacts.  In  so  doing,  I have  also  developed 
the  inevitable  tourist  photographers’  hobby. 

My  son  George  is  a graduate  of  Brown  University  and 
the  Fletcher  School  of  Law  and  Diplomacy,  now  with  Esso 
International  in  New  York  - a bachelor  (and  a charming 
"savage”  for  some  Vassar  grad  to  capture!). 

My  daughter  Ann,  a graduate  of  Wheaton,  married  to 
Robert  B.  Eagan,  Yale  ’54  and  Harvard  B.S.,  now  living  in 
Pittsburgh,  has  given  me  three  grandchildren  and  the  lively 
experience  of  twins.  I have  read  of  clubs  formed  by  mothers 
of  twins  and  I am  sure  that  grandmothers  of  twins  should 
"Group”.  I will  hope  to  find  kindred  spirits  at  reunion. 


Lois  McBRIER  Sperry  Mrs.  Mark  L.  Sperry 

Middletuck  Farm 
Middlebury,  Connecticut 

Mark  and  I continue  to  enjoy  much  of  each  year  at 
Middletuck  Farm  where  we  have  lived  since  1929,  though 
the  "Farm”  should  change  its  name.  No  more  cows,  chickens, 
pigs  or  vegetables,  and  the  fruit  trees  are  preserved  only 
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for  their  blossoms.  The  flower  garden  is  much  reduced  and 
our  stable  houses  only  one  ancient  riding  horse. 

Each  summer  we  escape  to  our  little  house  in  North 
Chatham  on  Cape  Cod  for  a few  weeks. 

Since  my  husband’s  retirement  we  have  enjoyed  many 
wonderful  trips:  around  the  world  in  1955;  five  months  in 
fifteen  countries  in  Africa  south  of  the  Sahara  in  1959; 
Italy,  Austria,  Greece  and  Yugo-Slavia  in  1961  and  six 
thousand  miles  of  motoring  in  the  British  Isles  and  Eire 

in  1963. 

We  are  looking  forward  to  a trip  through  our  West  this 
summer.  I hope  I can  still  get  up  on  a horse! 

And,  if  all  goes  well,  we  are  planning  for  Australia, 
New  Zealand  and  the  South  Seas  in  1965. 

I continue  my  civic  interests  - mostly  our  local  YWCA 
and  the  International  Division  of  the  YWCA. 

We  are  fortunate  to  have  our  four  married  children 
living  within  easy  driving  distance  so  we  can  enjoy  the 
fifteen  grandchildren  - the  oldest  fifteen,  the  youngest 
brand  new. 

Emma  McDONALD  Dawson  Mrs.  John  P.  Dawson 

17  Arlington  Street 
Cambridge  40 
Massachusetts 

The  road  I traveled  seemed  to  have  many  turns  and 
twists  some  of  which  I hardly  saw  until  I was  on  them. 
Just  after  Vassar  graduation,  I fell  into  a primary  teaching 
assistant-ship,  through  the  kindness  of  Mr.  Nettleton.  This 
I continued  with  for  two  years,  along  with  graduate  courses 
in  history  at  Columbia,  which  in  turn  seemed  to  lead  (what 
a rationalization)  to  a year  abroad.  Here  I met  Jack  Dawson, 
then  a student  at  Oxford,  and  we  were  married  on  his  return 
to  the  United  States.  The  next  dozen  years  or  so  were 
spent  in  Ann  Arbor,  Michigan,  where  my  husband  taught  at 
the  Law  School.  After  our  two  oldest  sons  had  started 
school,  I began  to  work  at  the  University  Mental  Health 
Clinic  for  students,  and  continued  there  for  more  than 
twenty  years.  During  the  early  years  Margaret  Earhart 
Smith  was  my  companion  there  as  well  as  at  home. 

As  with  most  of  us,  the  war  disrupted  our  lives,  though 
I am  grateful  that  it  meant  for  us  only  disruption  and  not 
loss.  We  went  off  to  Washington,  and  my  husband  not  long 
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after  left  for  Cairo.  Back  to  Ann  Arbor  in  1945  we  resumed 
our  old  jobs  with  great  satisfaction  and  continued  so 
(except  for  a year  in  Greece)  until  1956  when  we  pulled 
up  roots  rather  than  stakes,  and  moved  to  Cambridge, 
with  my  husband  joining  the  faculty  at  the  Harvard  Law 
School.  At  this  point  I decided  if  I were  to  have  much 
freedom  in  choice  of  jobs,  I should  acquire  the  proper 
credentials,  so  went  back  to  school  and  got  a Master’s 
degree  in  Social  Work  at  Boston  University,  and  have  since 
been  working  in  a Family  Counselling  Center. 

We  have  three  sons,  the  two  oldest  living  in  Cambridge 
and  married.  The  youngest  son  is  in  medical  school  at 
Western  Reserve  in  Cleveland.  My  extracurricular  activity 
is  our  six  grandchildren  living  in  Cambridge,  though  how 
long  their  parents  will  remain  in  Cambridge  is  uncertain. 
Meanwhile,  we  enjoy  the  present,  and  consider  ourselves 
greatly  blessed. 

Jocelyn  McDONOUGH  Wagner  Mrs.  Philip  N.  Wagner 

Boordy  Vineyard 
Riderwood,  Maryland 

After  1923  there  were  several  very  psychiatric  years 
for  me.  A master’s  degree  from  the  Smith  College  School 
for  Psychiatric  Social  Work  - which  included  some  remnants 
of  collegiate  fun,  too.  Steb  Bowles,  1925  and  some  others 
of  us  dashing  to  tobacco  barn  fires  in  the  middle  of  the 
night,  and  canoeing  on  the  Connecticut  River.  A first  job 
in  the  University  Hospital’s  Psychiatric  Clinic  in  Baltimore, 
and  that  led,  rather  naturally,  to  marriage  to  a psychiatrist, 
and  in  due  time  to  two  sons.  Part  time  clinical  work  before 
and  after  babies  kept  my  hand  in,  in  this  field  and  brought 
me  to  some  private  psychometric  work  later.  My  older  son, 
Jonathan,  after  Harvard  Law  School  and  two  years  of  law, 
decided  that  medicine  was  really  his  metier,  and  is  now 
happily  doing  his  third  year  in  medical  school.  The  younger 
son,  Richard,  has  a biological  laboratory  where  dozens  of 
monkeys  and  technicians  work  on  carcinogens,  and  other 
menaces. 

A divorce  in  1940  and  then  marriage  - this  time  to  a 
newspaper  editor  who  is  also  the  author  of  several  books 
on  wine-making  and  grape  growing.  Philip  very  quickly 
indoctrinated  me  in  this  hobby  and  we  imported  vines  from 
France  as  a starter  to  making  fine  wine.  In  1943  we  built 
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our  winery,  and  each  year  have  increased  the  vintage  to  the 
point  that  this  Fall  we  made  about  7,000  gallons  at  Boordy 
Vineyard.  In  addition  to  this,  we  sell  about  50,000  young 
grape  vines  each  spring.  In  the  beginning  this  was  all  a 
boot-strap  operation,  entailing  much  hard  work,  building, 
planting,  spraying,  pruning,  picking,  pressing,  bottling, 
digging  and  planting  again.  Now  we  supervise  these  things 
and  try  to  keep  our  customers  well  supplied.  Trips  to 
Europe  have  quite  naturally  been  oriented  toward  the  wine 
districts  of  France.  These  we  love  and  have  learned  to  know 
very  well,  in  addition  to  those  of  California.  Here  we  have 
good  friends  and  colleagues  (all  grape  growers  are  con- 
genial) and  I find  real  reward  for  the  previous  rather  squaw- 
like labor. 

I can’t  leave  out  the  great  pleasure  I’ve  had  in  playing 
chamber  music  for  the  past  thirty  years  with  some  sporadic 
study.  My  stint  in  the  community  has  been  as  a member  of 
the  Women’s  Board  of  the  Johns  Hopkins  Hospital  for 
fourteen  years,  a hard  working  board  that  raises  over 
$50,000  each  year  for  the  hospital.  And  perhaps  the  most 
pleasure  of  all  is  had  with  my  two  grandsons. 

Florence  McKERNON  Peal  Mrs.  Robert  Peal 

4026  - 28th  Avenue  North 
St.  Petersburg,  Florida 

Following  the  death  of  my  husband,  Lowell  Brown 
Watson,  in  1957,  I continued  wintering  in  Florida.  In  1959 
I married  Robert  Peal  of  Shaker  Heights,  Ohio.  Bob  retired 
from  architectural  work  in  Cleveland  and  we  returned  to 
Florida  where  we  now  make  our  home. 

Georgiana  McWILLIAMS  deLeeuw 

Mrs.  Frederik  deLeeuw 
4 Howard  Avenue 
Williamsville,  New  York 

On  thinking  about  what  pertinent  facts  to  set  down,  it 
all  seems  a bit  humdrum,  though  it  hasn’t  seemed  at  all 
that  way,  for  life  seems  to  have  been  quite  an  interesting 
affair. 

1923-1931  Social  work  with  the  C.O.S.  (Family  Service 
Society). 

1928  married  Frederik  J.G.  deLeeuw,  chemical 
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engineer,  graduate  of  Delft. 

Children: 

1929  Shirrell,  graduate  of  Oberlin.  Now  married 
to  Roald  Buhler,  has  four  children  and  lives  in  Hopewell, 
N.J. 

1930  Carolina  Frederika,  graduate  of  Milwaukee- 
Downer  M.S.  at  Western  Michigan.  Is  Captain  in  Army 
Medical  Corps  at  Fort  Sam  Houston,  Texas. 

1933  Johan  Frederik,  graduate  of  Antioch  College, 
presently  an  architect  in  Seattle,  Wash.  Married  Virginia 
Wolney.  They  have  two  children. 

1940  Hendrik  McW.,  graduate  of  Antioch,  presently 
teaching  at  an  International  School  in  Switzerland  where 
he  is  studying. 

In  the  years  when  the  children  were  growing  up,  I did 
all  kinds  of  volunteer  work  with  the  United  Fund,  League 
of  Women  Voters,  PTA,  Mother’s  Club,  Library  Board,  Red 
Cross,  Y.W.C.A.  for  years  and  was  President  of  the  Buffalo 
Y.  for  four  years.  There  was  also  the  inevitable  Brownie 
and  Scout  bit.  Much  interest  in  amateur  theatricals.  Also 
was  active  in  various  Peace  movements  and  the  World 
Federalists. 

1955-1959  Went  back  to  social  work  with  the  Erie 
County  Child  Welfare  Service  which  I had  to  give  up  for 
reasons  of  health. 

My  husband  is  now  retired  but  works  as  a consultant 
for  Wallace  and  Tiernan  Company.  He  does  many  things  in 
the  field  of  art,  his  present  interest  being  wood  sculpture. 
For  several  years  he  was  honorary  vice-consul  of  the 
Netherlands  for  this  area. 

The  only  travelling  we  have  done  was  to  spend  four 
months  in  Holland  in  ’29  and  in  ’63  we  visited  Holland, 
Germany  and  Switzerland. 

Marion  MANSON  Hall  Tibbott  Mrs.  David  W.  Tibbott 

20  Sylvan  Avenue 
West  Newton  65 
Massachusetts 

Would  that  I had  the  talent  to  embellish  this  chronicle 
with  flights  of  sparkling  prose.  This  account  will  be  of 
necessity  merely  prosaic,  I fear;  factual,  yes;  "fluently 
factual”  or  "interpretive”  - well,  you’ll  have  to  decide 
that.  My  life  has  really  been  a rather  "run-of-the-mill” 
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affair.  There  is  little  of  interest  to  report.  However,  for 
1923  one  must  "do  or  die”!  So,  here  goes. 

Following  graduation  a trip  to  Europe  and  a year  in 
business  filled  in  the  time  until  my  marriage  in  1925  to 
George  Phillips  Hall,  Amherst  ’21.  Thereafter,  in  prompt 
succession  arrived  Sally,  Briarcliffe  ’47,  in  1927;  Daniel, 
Colby  ’51,  in  1929  and  Manson,  Amherst  ’53,  in  1930.  Our 
second  move  brought  us  to  West  Newton  which  is  still  my 
home. 

Phil  died  suddenly  in  1935  and  my  eighteen  years  as  a 
widow  found  me,  perforce,  engrossed  in  trying  to  be  a 
father  as  well  as  a mother,  with  little  time  for  anything 
else.  Along  the  way,  I did  the  usual  volunteer  work  - Brown- 
ies, Cubs,  Girl  Scouts,  church  and  hospital  jobs,  some  of 
which  I continue  today. 

Our  home  was  always  a gathering  place  for  the  children’s 
friends,  so  that  when  they  left  one  by  one  their  places 
were  taken  by  two  "adopted  daughters”  who  kept  me  company 
for  five  years  until  my  marriage  in  1953  to  David  W.  Tibbott, 
Princeton  ’17.  Dave  and  his  wife  had  been  long  time  friends. 
In  fact  he  and  Phil  were  golf  partners. 

By  this  marriage,  I acquired  four  more  grown  children. 
Ours  are  all  now  married  and  producing  offspring  at  a rapid 
rate.  Today  the  total  of  grandchildren  is  seventeen  with 
two  more  due  presently.  It  requires  a major  effort  to  keep 
track  of  all  the  birthdays  and  Dave  is  no  help  in  that  de- 
partment! 

Our  yen  to  travel  will  probably  never  be  completely 
satisfied,  but  in  recent  years  we’ve  had  the  delight  of 
driving  ourselves  through  some  of  the  less  well  traveled 
areas  of  France,  Spain  and  Italy,  with  shorter  excursions 
to  England  and  California.  Dave  is  an  amateur  photographer, 
you  see,  and  he  likes  to  dally  along  the  way. 

Soon  we  shall  have  to  forego  the  pleasure  of  "dashing 
about”,  I presume,  and  so,  perhaps,  we  shall  "hole  in”  on 
Cape  Cod  for  those  later  years  where  we  are  currently 
building  a small  house  at  North  Chatham.  Should  any  of  you 
be  in  that  neighborhood  our  name  is  in  the  telephone  book 
and  we  should  be  most  happy  to  welcome  you. 
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Xenia  MARGETIC  Casement  Mrs.  John  Casement 

Box  409 

Sterling,  Colorado 

In  October,  1931,  (the  ninth)  John  Stephen  Casement 
and  I were  married  in  Colorado  Springs.  Mother  came  out 
with  me  to  see  that  everything  was  legal.  He  is  Princeton, 
as  was  his  father.  We  went  at  once  to  the  Western  Slope  - 
thirty-six  miles  from  Grand  Junction,  Colorado,  to  a ranch 
that  had  been  in  the  Casement  family  since  1883,  in  the 
Unaweep  Canon.  The  first  winter  we  were  married  we  were 
snowed  in  for  six  weeks.  Once  we  had  to  go  out  on  business 
to  Grand  Junction  and  went  on  horseback,  spent  the  night 
and  returned  the  next  day.  Only  first  class  mail  came  for 
six  weeks  — and,  at  best,  the  mail  came  only  twice  a week. 

In  1934  our  daughter,  Alexandra,  was  born.  In  1939, 
Julie  Weir  arrived.  In  1941  we  sold  the  ranch  and  moved  to 
Steamboat  Springs  Colorado,  practically  in  town  as  we  were 
only  nine  miles  out.  I had  started  Alex’s  schooling  in  the 
Unaweep  via  the  Calvert  School,  but  in  Steamboat  she  went 
to  a one  room  school  house.  This  move  was  a temporary 
one  as  the  altitude  didn’t  agree  with  Jack  and  putting  up 
hay  all  summer  and  feeding  it  out  all  winter  with  continual 
spring  irrigating  was  not  his  idea  of  heaven.  Also  there 
was  too  little  opportunity  to  work  and  school  his  Quarter 
horses. 

In  1943  we  moved  over  here  to  the  Northwest  corner  of 
Logan  County  in  northeast  Colorado  — plains  country  — 
short  grass  — open  winters  — but  not  too  flat.  Buttes, 
rolling  country  and  a long  line  of  almost  white  three  hundred 
foot  cliffs  at  the  north  line  of  the  ranch  break  the  monotony. 
Here  we  have  lived  ever  since,  except  for  a year  and  a half 
in  Manhattan,  Kansas,  after  Jack’s  father  died  in  1 953 - 

Here  we  have  forty  two  sections  of  land,  registered  Here- 
ford cattle,  commercial  cattle  and  about  ten  brood  mares, 
around  thirty  horses  in  all. 

The  children  went  to  another  one  room  school  house, 
Julie,  of  course,  not  until  she  was  six.  She  went  more  or 
less  for  six  weeks.  They  both  had  a kidney  infection  and 
were  out  more  than  in  school.  When  they  got  their  six  weeks 
report  cards,  both  had  straight  A’s  with  no  home  work  and  I 
made  the  mistake  of  blowing  up  in  front  of  Jack.  He  had  the 
very  bright  idea  that  I teach  them  with  the  help  of  the  Cal- 
vert School  at  home.  This,  to  put  it  mildly,  was  confining, 
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but  we  all  survived.  Both  girls  went  to  Kemper  Hall  at 
Kenosha,  Wisconsin,  for  high  school.  Julie  had  one  year  in 
the  Manhattan,  Kansas,  high  school  and  her  last  year  at  the 
Kent  School  in  Denver.  Alex  had  one  year  at  the  University 
of  Colorado,  and  then  got  married.  She  lives  with  her  husband 
and  four  year  old  son  in  Midland,  Texas.  He  does  oil  leases. 
Julie  had  one  year  at  Colorado  State  University  at  Ft.  Collins 
and  one  year  at  the  University  of  Denver.  She  lives  with  her 
husband  and  two  little  girls  in  Belen,  New  Mexico. 

Here  we  are  thirty  five  miles  from  Sterling,  our  shopping 
center  (Padroni  is  a wide  place  in  the  road).  I was  the  top 
hired  man  for  years  and  if  you  need  a ranch  hand,  there’s  no 
job  I haven’t  done,  personally  and  alone.  Now  we  have  two 
married  hired  men,  and  I don’t  know  much  of  what  goes  on. 

I took  up  bowling  three  years  ago,  and  won  the  only  trophy 
of  my  life  my  first  year  - greatest  improvement  in  the  league. 

I was  the  Logan  County  Republican  Women’s  Club  Treasurer 
for  a term.  I am  the  Republican  Committee  woman  in  this 
precinct.  I play  duplicate  bridge  when  I have  a chance 
(ACBL)  which  isn’t  often  enough  as  Jack  doesn’t  like  dupli- 
cate. I shot  a bob  cat  one  winter  morning  in  back  of  our 
house  with  a 22  rifle  right  in  his  mouth  (not  the  rifle  - the 
bullet).  No  hole  in  the  hide! 

During  the  summer  we  usually  burn  up  the  road  on  week- 
ends to  Raton,  New  Mexico  or  Ruidoso,  New  Mexico,  to  see 
our  horses  run.  We  have  bred  two  Quarter  Running  Champi- 
ons. She  Kitty,  one  of  them,  holds,  or  is  co-holder,  of  some- 
thing like  five  world’s  records.  This  year  we  have  only  one 
running,  a two  year  old  stallion  named  Whammy  Cat  - half- 
brother  to  She  Kitty,  both  out  of  Little  Meow.  Two  large 
dogs,  Rufus,  and  Josie  of  mixed  ancestry,  and  two  Siamese 
cats  live  with  us  and  usually  travel  with  us. 

There  is  a saying  about  this  country  that  I think  of  when 
there  is  a humdinging  blizzard  and  I can’t  get  the  car  out  to 
go  to  bowl  and  the  phone  is  out  so  I can’t  tell  them  I’m  not 
coming:  You  don’t  have  to  be  crazy  to  live  here,  but  it  sure 
helps! 

Doris  MARKS  Dreyfuss  Mrs.  Henry  Dreyfuss 

500  Columbia  Street 
South  Pasadena, 

California 

I can’t  imagine  what  I can  tell  you  for  the  V.C.  ’23  news. 
I am  still  working;  I have  three  children  (one  of  them,  Gail,  a 
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Vassar  ’58  graduate)  and  five  grandchildren.  My  husband  still 
commutes  from  New  York  to  California  and  I join  him  a couple 
of  times  a year  in  order  to  keep  my  oar  in  the  New  York  office. 

Other  than  that,  I can  think  of  little  to  report.  Sorry  this  is 
so  dull  - and  how! 

(Note:  Fortunately,  Amy  Moore  Hoyt  had  already  sent  an 
article  from  the  Los  Angeles  Times  naming  Doris  The  Woman  of 
the  Year,  December  18th,  1963-  A brief  quotation  will  give  the 
flavor  of  the  whole,  but  it  should  be  read  in  its  entirety. 

"A  number  of  qualities  have  already  been  mentioned  in 
seeking  to  describe  this  woman:  the  qualities  of  humor,  intelli- 
gence, humility,  integrity.  There  remains  one  more;  respect  - 
a deep-rooted,  almost  instinctive  respect  for  each  human  being, 
not  the  least  of  whom  is  the  man  who  happens  to  be  her  husband. 

In  a century  yanked,  stretched,  twisted,  compressed  and  ail 

but  unhinged  by  the  speed  of  change,  the  family  and  the  marriage 

partnership  has  taken  a fearful  pummeling Their  (Doris’  and 

Henry  Dreyfuss’)  relation  with  each  other  and  the  rest  of  the 
world  is  based  on  respect  of  the  individual.”  ECvD.) 


Josephine  MARPLE  Brush  Mrs.  Balcombe  Brush 

Apartment  7-C  East 
303  West  66th  Street 
New  York  23, 


Retirement  (in  January  1964)  from  more  than  thirty-five  years 
of  nine-to-five  labor  has  left  me  counting  my  blessings  hour  by 
hour.  They  are: 

1)  a son,  Craig,  assistant  professor  of  French  at  Columbia, 
tall  dark  and  handsome. 

2)  a daughter,  Brenda,  with  the  Bureau  of  Indian  Affairs  in 
Washington,  short,  dark  and  vibrant. 

3)  Perfect  health  in  which  to  enjoy  my  new-found  leisure. 

4)  Many  friends. 

5)  Outside  interests  from  pottery  making  to  jury  duty. 

6)  Pleasures  which  I am  anticipating: 

travel  to  the  Orient  and  to  Greece  and  grandchildren. 
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Eleanor  MARSHALL  Capen  Atwood  Mrs.  Kenneth  Atwood 

407  Main  Street 
Chatham,  Massachusetts 

Our  greetings  to  1923,  individually  and  collectively!  We 
wish  you  each  the  best  of  health  possible,  and  some  deep  satis- 
faction from  life  as  each  year  goes  by. 

At  sixty -two  years  of  age  these  are  my  reflections.  As  to 
accomplishments  - nothing  outstanding;  but,  on  the  other  hand, 
we  have  never  been  bored.  (There  were  always  plenty  of  "pro- 
jects” ahead  of  us,  while  we  enjoyed  our  wonderful  families  and 
friends.)  "Ups  and  downs”  of  various  kinds  have  kept  us  from 
being  complacent.  (The  Tioga  Pass  over  the  Rockies  was  one 
of  the  "ups”;  and  painting  - pictures  or  houses  - one  of  the 
"projects  ”.) 

Increasing  faith  and  joy  have  accompanied  our  keen  interest 
in  and  sense  of  wonder  at  the  infinite  variety  of  creations  in 
Nature’s  world  - from  stones  and  shells,  swimming  and  crawling 
things,  verdant  growths  and  flying  creatures,  to  objects  in  the 
sky.  Need  I say  more?  (Yes,  I have  just  released  a Monarch 
butterfly  who  "hatched”  from  his  pale  green  pupa  while  residing 
in  a ventilated  jar  on  my  bureau.)  No  more  for  now. 

Here  are  the  statistics:  In  New  York  City  and  Great  Barring- 
ton, Massachusetts  1923  - 1929  doing  secretarial  work  (financial 
etc.)  and  then  teaching  (English,  etc.).  In  New  York  City  1929  - 
1941  and  1945  - 1953  with  an  interim  in  Washington,  D.C.  during 
World  War  II.  Married  in  1929  to  C.  Alfred  Capen,  a corporation 
lawyer.  I attended  the  Art  Students  League  for  two  years  and 
both  of  us  were  active  in  Church  and  Club  work  including  the 
Vassar  Club,  New  York  City.  In  1937  we  had  two  months  in 
Europe  and  Bermuda;  in  1938  and  1939,  winter  Florida  vacations; 
summers  in  Chatham,  Cape  Cod,  Massachusetts.  Two  children, 
one  boy,  one  girl.  My  husband  died  in  1955,  and  we  moved  to 
Cambridge,  Massachusetts,  where  my  parents  had  lived.  While 
there  both  my  children  were  married,  and  they  each  have  two 
appealing  little  girls  now.  They  are  my  only  grandchildren  (no 
step-grandchildren,  yet).  Yes,  I am  a baby-tender  at  various 
times,  a willing  one  as  I have  always  loved  children.  In  November 
of  I960  I was  married  to  a cousin  of  A1  Capen ’s,  a widower  from 
Norfolk,  Virginia,  named  Kenneth  Atwood,  who  had  four  grown 
daughters.  One  is  now  married,  and  one  lives  in  Washington,  D.C. 

Our  present  life  is  composed  of  at  least  six  months  - May 
1st  - November  1st  - each  year  in  Chatham  for  striped  bass 
fishing,  rock-hounding  and  shell  gathering.  We  are  just  buying 
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an  old  house  there,  at  407  Main  Street,  where  we  hope  to  have 
Marion  Manson  Tibbott,  Lois  McBrier  Sperry  and  Helen  Clark 
Farnum  join  us  someday  from  their  Cape  Cod  homes.  Any  other 
classmates  nearby?  If  so,  do  let  me  know,  for  we’d  love  to  see 
you  too. 

We  belong  to  the  Cape  Cod  Hospital  Aid  Association;  and  to 
the  Chatham  Historical  Society,  whose  Museum  here  was  given 
to  the  town  by  a relative  of  Kenneth’s.  It  is  called  "The  Old 
Atwood  House”.  We  have  also  just  joined  the  new  Conservation 
Commission’s  Group  here  in  Chatham,  and  hope  to  be  of  some 
service  to  them  eventually.  Mannie  Manson  Tibbott’s  brother, 
John  Manson,  runs  the  meetings  here. 

During  the  other  half-year,  we  may  travel  some  more,  or  be 
near  Sanibel  Island  in  Florida,  or  in  Arizona  as  we  were  last 
winter.  Who  knows?  (Sunshine  seems  to  be  good  for  our  "golden 
years  ” .) 

Any  special  tips  for  us  on  a Mediterranean  Cruise?  Maybe 
Betsy  will  suggest  the  Himalayas  instead! 


Margery  MEIGS  Clifford  Mrs.  Donald  K.  Clifford 

42  Prescott  Avenue 
Bronxville,  New  York 


My  one  thought  after  graduating  was  to  get  a job,  help 
improve  the  world  and  be  independent.  I found  one  at  the  New 
York  Child  Labor  Committee  which,  at  that  time,  was  concerned 
to  bring  about  the  passage  of  a Child  Labor  Amendment  to  the 
Federal  Constitution.  After  a couple  of  years  of  making  studies 
of  the  conditions  of  children  in  industry,  and  speaking  to  groups, 
a trip  to  the  Orient,  Japan,  China  and  Korea  lured  me  away  from 
work. 

Marriage  to  an  advertising  man  in  1929,  three  children,  and 
the  big  depression  put  an  end  to  travels  for  a long  time  — while 
the  next  generation  grew  up  and  was  educated.  Our  oldest  was 
Vassar  1952. 

Community  activities  in  Church,  School,  Hospital,  Com- 
munity Funds  and  the  Westchester  Vassar  Club  kept  life  inter- 
esting and  brought  many  new  friends. 

Six  years  on  the  School  Board  of  the  Bronxville  Public 
Schools,  part  of  which  time  our  three  children  attended,  kept  me 
up  to  date  on  new  methods  and  ideas  in  education.  I must  admit 
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to  considerable  satisfaction  that  some  of  these  theories  are 
being  greatly  modified. 

Also  involvement  in  family  real  estate  business  here  in 
Bronxville  has  been  almost  a hobby.  It  seems  business  is  more 
my  line  than  other  more  glamorous  fields. 

At  present,  with  all  the  young  married  and  with  seven 
grandchildren,  Don  and  I are  close  to  retirement  and,  following 
the  destruction  of  our  old  family  home  by  fire  on  December  20th, 
1963,  are  trying  to  decide  the  best  way  to  plan  for  all  the  many 
activities  and  experiences  we  haven’t  had  time  for  up  to  now. 


Frances  MILLER  McFaddin  Mrs.  Harvin  E.  McFaddin 

34  East  Antietam  Street 
Hagerstown,  Maryland 

Since  our  everyday  life  is  quite  usual  — my  husband  having 
a sporting  goods  store  and  I acting  as  the  usual  jack-of-all- 
trades  housewife  running  our  home  in  the  old  part  of  Hagerstown 
and  our  cottage  in  the  woods  by  the  Potomac  River  — I’ll  write 
about  our  vacations. 

In  the  summer  of  1959  our  son,  Sidney,  my  husband  and  I 
went  to  Yucatan,  Guatemala  and  Oaxaca,  Mexico,  to  see  the 
ruins  of  the  Mayan  civilization.  Sidney  is  a mechanical  engineer 
working  at  present  for  Philco  north  of  Philadelphia,  and  very 
much  interested  in  archeology.  It  was  a truly  rewarding  trip. 

The  next  summer  my  husband  and  I flew  to  Puerto  Rico, 
the  U.S.  Virgin  Islands  — St.  Croix,  St.  Thomas,  and  St.  Johns  — 
the  Dominican  Republic  and  Haiti.  It  was  fascinating  and  we 
enjoyed  it  immensely.  My  one  brother  lived  on  St.  Croix  and  died 
there  too. 

In  1961  my  husband,  Mack,  and  I drove  to  Mexico  as  far 
south  as  Mexico  City,  west  to  Guadalajara  and  east  to  Pueblo 
and  back  home  via  the  Gulf  Coast.  We  love  Mexico  and  this  was 
our  third  trip  there. 

In  1962  we  took  the  trip  of  our  life  time,  probably  — six 
weeks  touring  the  Middle  East.  We  flew  to  Milan,  Italy,  and 
spent  a week  touring  Italy,  then  nearly  a week  in  Egypt.  In 
Beirut,  Lebanon,  we  visited  our  daughter,  Shirley,  and  son-in- 
law,  John,  for  ten  days.  John  is  an  assistant  manager  for  Chase 
Manhattan  Bank  there,  and  he  really  showed  us  Lebanon  and 
took  us  up  to  Damascus,  Syria,  too.  Then  on  to  Jordan.  We  were 
so  glad  we  saw  the  Holy  Land.  Christmas  and  Easter  have 
meant  more  to  us  ever  since.  Israel  was  next,  then  Istanbul, 
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Turkey.  From  there  to  Athens,  Greece.  Of  course  we  took  tours 
everywhere  we  went.  We  had  a four  day  boat  trip  visiting  five 
islands  in  the  Aegean  Sea,  then  flew  to  Geneva,  Switzerland,  as 
my  husband  said,  wTo  cool  off  after  all  the  hot  countries.”  We 
took  a four  day  Minibus  trip  around  Switzerland  with  a couple 
from  Paris,  a man  from  India  and  a college  girl  from  Texas  and 
our  Swiss  guide.  Unexpectedly  we  had  an  hour  in  the  Paris 
airport  on  our  way  home,  then  prepared  for  a crash  landing  at 
Idlewild  airport  when  the  hydraulic  system  that  locks  the  wheels 
failed  to  work.  However,  we  landed  safely.  We  have  1,200  color 
slides  of  this  trip. 

Last  summer  my  husband,  a woman  friend  of  ours,  and  I 
drove  to  Fort  Lauderdale,  flew  to  Bimini,  then  spent  ten  days 
on  a sailing  ship,  a catamaran,  cruising  among  the  Bahamas. 
Driving  home  we  did  a little  sight-seeing  in  Florida  and  visited 
relatives  in  South  Carolina. 

We  have  a number  of  hobbies  — photography,  collections  of 
odd  and  beautiful  things  and  ceramics  among  them.  We  started 
doing  ceramics  four  years  ago,  but  have  gotten  away  from  it  the 
past  two  winters  since  I had  both  eyes  operated  on  for  glaucoma. 
I hope  to  get  back  to  it  again  soon. 

At  present  we  are  enjoying  a three  months  leave  after  the 
three  years  our  daughter  and  son-in-law  spent  in  Beirut.  They  are 
home  again  at  last.  Their  cat,  who  adopted  them  in  Morocco 
when  John  was  in  the  Navy,  is  lying  beside  me  on  the  davenport. 
She  has  crossed  the  Atlantic  Ocean  three  times. 

This  living  room  gives  me  much  pleasure  being  furnished 
in  part  with  rugs  and  a camel  saddle  from  Morocco,  an  onyx 
coffee  table  from  Mexico,  a brass  chandelier  from  Cairo,  pictures 
from  Japan  (our  son  was  in  Japan  and  Korea  when  in  the  army) 
and  numerous  small  art  objects  from  here,  there  and  the  other 
place,  and  oh,  yes,  a big  leather  hassock  from  Lebanon. 

Amy  MOORE  Hoyt  Mrs.  Anson  P.  S.  Hoyt 

306  Congress  Place 
Pasadena,  California 

From  Vassar,  June ’23, 1 hopefully  and  enthusiastically  began 
a career  in  teaching  (no  training,  of  course)  at  Dana  Hall  — 
three  sections  of  Ancient  History.  This  lasted  until  Christmas 
vacation  when  I was  found  to  have  tuberculosis.  After  my  cure, 
instead  of  going  back  to  teaching,  I married  in  June,  1925,  a 
classmate  of  my  two  brothers  at  P.  & S.  We  lived  five  years  in 
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Riverdale-on-Hudson  while  he  began  his  career  in  teaching  in 
medical  schools,  and  in  research  (which  he  is  only  now  winding 
up). 

Our  biggest  Road  Traveled  was  the  move  from  New  York  to 
Pasadena  in  1930,  and  here  we  have  been  ever  since,  barring 
a few  returns  to  Connecticut  during  summers.  Our  three  children 
are  all  off  on  their  own:  Bill  an  unrooted  single,  balladeer  and 
folk  singer;  Harriet  (Daniel)  thirty  miles  away  has  a five  year 
old  Lauren,  a ball  of  quick-silver;  Amy  (Lindley)  in  Urbana, 
Illinois  with  a two  year  Danny,  very  dynamic. 

My  T.B.  cropped  up  a couple  of  times,  the  last  one  during 
the  war  went  for  several  years  (but  think  how  much  reading  can 
be  accomplished  in  six  years!).  Probably  this  is  my  alibi  for 
"doing”  so  little  in  the  world,  which  often  gives  me  that  sense 
of  guilt  that  is  so  popular  today.  Latterly,  I am  enjoying  being 
busy  in  work  at  All  Saints  Church  and  in  small  ways  through  our 
local  Council  of  Churches.  I also  have  an  interesting  time  in 
the  very  different  subjects  offered  for  discussion  groups  in  the 
Liberal  Arts  Center,  from  anthropology  introduction  to  modern 
poetry  to  Bible  as  History  to  Dante.  I skip  all  the  solid  ones 
like  politics,  economics  etc.  I seem  to  prefer  to  be  amused. 

Last  year  we  sold  our  house,  and  moved  into  the  downstairs 
of  the  old  house  next  door.  Five  rooms,  with  no  fiscal  respon- 
sibility, give  a great  new  approach  to  life,  and  we  now  talk 
quite  seriously  of  a long  trip  somewhere,  sometime. 


Fidelia  MOORE  Taylor  Mrs.  Charles  H.  Taylor 

85  Dunster  Street 
Cambridge  38,  Massachusetts 

I’ve  spent  the  forty  odd  years  since  college  observing 
education  and  occasionally  being  educated  at  Harvard  where 
my  husband  teaches  French  Mediaeval  History.  That  time  has 
also  produced  two  children,  Joan,  who  went  to  Vassar  just  after 
the  war,  didn’t  like  it  and  transferred  to  Radcliffe.  She  is  now 
a free  lance  Landscape  Architect  in  Philadelphia.  Our  son, 
Oliver,  Harvard  ’53,  is  City  Manager  of  Auburn,  New  York  and 
has  three  children  — lovely! 

The  last  nine  years  my  husband  came  down  off  the  lecture 
platform  to  be  the  Master  of  Harvard  House  — Kirkland  — the 
same  sort  of  job  that  Gary’s  husband  had  at  Yale  at  Jonathan 
Edward  College.  The  nice  thing  for  me  about  this  job  is  that 
a wife  has  more  of  a place  in  a House  than  on  a platform,  and 
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I’ve  enjoyed  it  thoroughly.  All  I have  to  say,  however,  after 
these  years  of  observing  the  young,  is  that  I am  increasingly 
leery  of  generalizations  about  them,  except  the  one  that  they 
are  no  more  baffling  and  no  less  interesting  to  their  parents 
than  children  have  been  for  some  thousands  of  years  and  are 
probably  more  knowledgeable  in  larger  numbers  than  the  world 
has  yet  seen. 

I miss  reunions  because  I’m  always  involved  in  one  here 
at  the  same  time  — or  getting  ready  or  getting  over  one. 


June  MOORE  Dunn  Mrs.  Robert  T.  Dunn 

94  South  Harrison  Street 
East  Orange,  New  Jersey 


After  graduation,  in  spite  of  dreams  of  a glamorous  job  in  an 
exotic  spot,  1 worked  as  a secretary  at  the  Ohio  State  University 
in  my  home  town  of  Columbus  until  I married  and  moved  east 
with  my  lawyer  husband.  When  he  died  in  1940,  I was  personnel 
manager  in  a small  manufacturing  plant  and  continued  this  after 
his  death.  However,  a few  years  later  they  moved  the  factory  to 
Virginia  and  I became  associated  with  a unique  organization 
here  in  East  Orange,  the  Stratemeyer  Syndicate.  The  Syndicate 
owns  some  of  the  most  popular  series  books  for  children  in  the 
world. 

It  has  been  stimulating  as  well  as  fun  to  work  in  this  field 
and  for  the  past  five  or  six  years  I have  been  writing  two  of  the 
series  for  younger  children.  One  of  these  is  the  famous  Bobbsey 
Twins  who  have  been  having  adventures  since  1904  but  have 
never  aged  a day! 

In  my  vacation  time  I have  been  indulging  my  love  of  travel 
and  have  made  five  trips  to  Europe  and  one  to  the  Far  East  with 
two  visits  to  Mexico  in  between. 

Since,  unfortunately,  my  husband  and  1 had  no  children,  I am 
not  able  to  brag  about  my  grandchildren.  However,  I do  have 
three  lively  grand-nieces  and  nephews  and  can  enjoy  them  with- 
out feeling  responsible  for  any  of  their  shortcomings  (few,  of 
course!).  Having  been  busy  with  full  time  jobs,  I haven’t  had 
time  for  many  volunteer  activities,  but  am  looking  forward  to 
doing  something  in  that  line  when  I retire. 
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Darrah  MORE  Fine  Mrs.  Harry  B.  Fine 

8 Greenholm 
Princeton,  New  Jersey 

After  I graduated  I studied  singing  and  sang  in  various 
churches.  Also  had  a small  nursery  school. 

I married  in  1927  and  have  three  children.  My  husband 
taught  in  secondary  schools  and  we  lived  in  Princeton,  Long 
Island  and,  finally,  Massachusetts. 

After  his  death  in  1959,  I moved  back  to  Princeton  where 
I have  a job  in  a tiny  toy  shop. 

Darrah,  V.C.  ’50,  lives  in  Colorado  now  with  her  husband 
and  two  children.  John  is  a doctor  in  upper  New  York  State.  Paul 
is  currently  in  the  Peace  Corps,  stationed  in  Morocco. 


Katherine  NORRIS  10  Orchard  Street 

Portland,  Maine 

Wouldn’t  it  sound  silly,  "K.N.  doing  general  farm  work  in 
summer  and  general  housework  about  town  in  winter?”  There 
might  be  a few  requests  for  me  to  accommodate  by  scrubbing 
here  and  there  — which  I should  decline! 

I go  once  a week  with  a blind  friend  to  Peak’s  Island  off 
Portland,  for  her  to  give  a lesson  to  the  adult  blind  on  the 
Island.  We  are  now  on  the  second  pupil. 

I should  love  to  hear  from  others  in  ’23- 


Elizabeth  NORTON  Donnelly  Mrs.  Arthur  G.  Donnelly 

169  East  78th  Street 
New  York  21,  New  York 

Since  leaving  Vassar,  the  principal  facts  of  my  life  have 
been  a deeply  happy  marriage,  and,  in  later  years  a career  in 
the  theatre.  Naturally,  the  demands  of  the  latter  often  had  to 
give  way  to  the  needs  of  the  former,  but  still  I have  been  in 
more  than  seventy-five  shows,  and  have  had  the  satisfaction  not 
only  of  doing  work  I love,  but  also  of  gaining  the  respect  of  the 
actors  and  directors  I have  worked  with. 

Arthur  has  been  an  invalid  since  1959,  but  was  well  enough 
in  1961  for  us  to  go  to  Hyde  Park  where  I had  a job  in  the 
summer  theatre  — an  excellent  one,  now,  alas,  no  longer  running. 
In  1963,  the  only  theatre  work  I did  was  acting  in  Children’s 


111 


Theatre,  as  our  life  at  home  took  on  the  look  of  a soap  opera 
with  illness  following  illness,  his  and  mine  and  his  again.  He 
has  been  in  the  hospital  for  two  months  now,  for  rehabilitation  — 
a slow  process,  I go  down  there  daily  to  see  him  and  am  just 
beginning  to  look  for  work  in  the  theatre  again. 

For  several  months  I have  been  too  busy  with  the  present 
to  have  time  for  a quiet  evaluation  of  the  roads  by  which  I had 
reached  it.  Hence,  no  dates,  no  publications,  no  civic  works, 
no  travel.  They  were  all  there,  but  seem  of  minor  importance 
in  the  present  picture. 


Anna  OSTERHOUT  Edison  Mrs.  Theodore  M.  Edison 

Llewellyn  Park 

West  Orange,  New  Jersey 

My  most  recent  activities  have  been: 

1 - Working  on  natural  area  preservation  efforts  as  a small 
wheel  in  my  husband’s  projects. 

2 - Encouraging  population  control  world-wide. 

3 - Participating  in  encouraging  good  community  government 
by  continuing  action  of  the  Citizen’s  Charter  Association.  Work 
with  the  League  of  Women  Voters  also.. 

4 - Working  with  the  Town  Planner  in  surveying  neighborhoods 
for  improvement. 

5 - Cooperating  with  county  mental  health  association. 

6 - Painting  - watercolors  twice  hung  in  American  Watercolor 
Society  exhibitions  in  New  York.  Also  work  in  oil  and  plastic 
media. 

7 - Helping  Vassar.  The  Essex  County  Vassar  Club  met  here 
March  11th  and  Julie  Berrall  gave  a wonderful  talk  with  slides. 

8 - Garden  Club  of  the  Oranges  - Rooting  hollies  for  Zone 
meeting  here  in  1965- 

Well,  why  go  on?  This  is  too  much  already. 

We  still  go  toMonhegan  Island,  Maine  and  various  Vassarites 
appear  periodically.  One  of  Ted’s  projects  has  been  the  setting 
up  of  Monhegan  Associates  there,  a group  to  hold  the  land  of 
the  headlands  and  "sea”  side  of  the  island  in  perpetuity. 


Elizabeth  OTIS  Kiser  Mrs.  Otis  Kiser 

413  East  58th  Street 
New  York  22,  New  York 

I am  sorry  I can’t  write  about  ways  I have  traveled,  because 
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in  the  main  I have  traveled  two  ways  — to  the  office  and  back 
again.  Sounds  deadly,  doesn’t  it?  But  I still  find  it  interesting. 

So,  leave  me  out  of  the  book  and  put  in  the  people  who  have 
more  to  report. 

(Note:  A plea  for  something  about  what  happened  at  each  end 
of  the  route  brought  this: 

"Urged  on  by  your  postcard,  I have  honestly  tried  to  do 
'Ways  I have  Traveled’,  but  I can’t  write  two  lines  without 
feeling  like  such  an  utter  idiot  that  I have  to  give  it  up.  . . So, 
just  forget  about  me,  and  I am  sorry.” 

That  I refuse  to  do.  I will  merely  add  that  the  writer  of  the 
above  paragraphs  is  one  of  the  better  literary  agents  in  New 
York  and  still  the  delightful  person  she  was  in  college.  ECvD) 


Eleanor  PALMER  Jennings  Mrs.  Ralph  E.  Jennings 

192  Chestnut  Ridge  Road 
Bethel,  Connecticut 

After  leaving  college,  I studied  piano  for  two  years  in  New 
York  and  subsequently  went  to  Europe  for  two  years.  Upon  my 
return  to  New  York,  I took  a business  course  and  had  the 
pleasure  of  working  for  Dorothy  Draper  for  two  years.  Then  I 
joined  the  Navy  to  "see  the  world”  and  I did  see  a fair  amount 
of  it. 

The  high-light  of  twenty  six  years  of  Navy  life  was  two 
years  in  Norway  when  my  husband  was  the  first  Chief  of  MAAG 
to  that  country.  We  loved  the  country  and  the  people.  At  the  age 
of  fifty  I learned  to  ski  after  a fashion. 

We  have  two  children,  Ralph  Wood  Jennings  married  to 
Brenda  Bench  who  is  a Vassar  graduate,  and  Elizabeth  Jennings 
married  to  Harlan  Fiske  Stone  2nd.  Elizabeth  went  to  Madeira 

and  graduated  from  Bradford  Junior  College  and  also  attended 
Barnard.  We  have  three  grandchildren,  Eleanor  Palmer  Jennings, 
Elizabeth  Chase  Jennings  and  Christopher  Harlan  Stone. 

We  now  live  in  a lovely  old  farmhouse  in  Bethel  about 
half  way  between  our  children,  so  we  can  easily  keep  up  on 
their  doings  which  is  great  fun.  We  find  that  Bethel  is  on  the 
way  to  most  places  and  that  many  of  our  friends  come  to  see  us 
on  their  travels,  and  are  always  welcome. 
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Grace  PARKER  Luquer 


Mrs.  Lea  S.  Luquer 
171  Reservoir  Road 
Chestnut  Hill  67 
Massachusetts 

How  true!  How  true!  "The  roads  that  we  shall  travel”,  but 
"the  countries  we  shall  see”  should  have  been  added!  After 
graduation  (my  Botany  Major  faded  into  the  background),  England, 
Newfoundland  and  Labrador  with  the  Grenfell  Mission  1923" 
1925.  Fall  of  1925-1927  I was  Field  Secretary  for  the  Women’s 
Auxiliary  of  the  Episcopal  Church.  I visited  nine  states  and 
slept  in  Pullman  cars  seventy-eight  nights  in  three  months. 
(Can  still  hear  the  lulling  sound  of  wheels  on  the  rails!)  In 
1927-1928  I was  the  Head  of  the  Industrial  Department  of  the 
Grenfell  Mission  in  Boston,  organizing  sales  for  hooked  rugs, 
toys,  ivory  work  etc.,  all  over  the  United  States. 

In  1928  I married  Lea  Shippen  Luquer  and  spent  the  wintei 
in  Tucson,  Arizona,  where  he  was  Student  Pastor  under  the 
Episcopal  Church  at  the  University  of  Arizona.  (New  state  added 
to  my  road.) 

In  1929  we  went  to  the  Asheville  School  for  Boys,  in  Asheville, 
North  Carolina  where  Lea  taught  English  and  Latin.  We  stayed 
there  until  June  1936.  With  us  to  Asheville  went  our  first  bairn, 
Grace  Train,  and  before  we  left  after  seven  happy  years,  we  had 
added  two  sons,  Lea  Shippen,  junior  and  Peter  Couvenhoven. 
Then  back  to  Boston. 

Now  it  is  September  1963-  The  years  between  - happy  years 
raising  the  young,  problems  of  youth,  so  fascinating,  so 
challenging.  To  this  day  we  wonder  did  we  do  right  or  wrong? 
Well,  right  or  wrong,  the  three  "twigs”  are  happily  married  and 
the  "in-laws”  have  fitted  into  our  family  to  perfection.  The 
"Twigs”  have  produced  "Branches”  who  are  our  joy  and  delight, 
five  granddaughters  and  two  grandsons. 

We  travel  hither  an-d  yon.  Next  spring,  Italy,  Belgium,  the 
Scottish  National  Trust  Outer  Island  Cruise  - we  hope. 

My  Botany  Major  stands  me  well!  Active  in  a Garden  Club 
to  a point,  but  garden  year  round  in  Chestnut  Hill  and  Cape  Cod. 

I am  grateful  to  V.C.  for  much  I learned  in  Botany  and  Horti- 
culture as  a novice  but  never  had  a chance  to  put  that  lore  to 
practical  use  before  marriage.  I look  back  with  affectionate 
regard  and  fond  memories  to  Miss  Edith  Roberts,  beloved  and 
exacting  teacher,  and  to  Mr.  Henry  Downer  for  his  instruction 
in  Horticulture. 
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Mary  PAULDING  Child  Mrs.  Sherman  Child 

Box  137 

Fairfield,  Connecticut 

My  life  seems  to  be  divided  into  chapters: 

Chapter  1 Marriage,  in  1924  to  Walter  Thomas  James, 
mostly  in  Vero  Beach,  Florida.  Two  sons,  Malcolm,  born  1926 
and  Paulding,  born  1930.  Walter  died  suddenly  in  1934. 

Chapter  2 Retail  business  in  Connecticut,  sales  clerk  and 
buyer,  for  about  ten  years,  winding  up  with  war  work  for  General 
Electric. 

Chapter  3 Politics.  First,  the  League  of  Women  Voters, 
President  of  our  local  league  and  then  chairman  of  Voter’s 
Service  for  the  League  of  Women  Voters  of  Connecticut.  Then 
Republican  party  work;  member  of  the  Town  Committee  and  other 
local  jobs,  culminating  with  one  term  in  the  Connecticut  General 
Assembly. 

Chapter  4 Marriage.  In  1958  to  Sherman  Child,  an  old  friend 
from  Fairfield,  recently  returned  from  thirty  years  with  Dupont 
in  Argentina.  We  have  had  responsibility  for  my  mother  who  died 
this  October  at  ninety-one.  Between  us  we  have  four  sons,  one 
daughter,  five  grandsons  and  three  granddaughters,  scattered 
from  New  England  to  California.  Our  main  hobbies  are  the  stock 
market,  which  provides  the  wherewithal  to  enable  us  to  enjoy 
the  second  - travel. 

Our  home  base  is  Fairfield,  Connecticut  in  the  summer. 
Winters  may  find  us  anywhere  from  Florida  to  California  or  even 
out  of  the  country. 

Margaret  PECK  Peck  Mrs.  Nelson  A.  Peck 

406  North  Elmwood  Avenue 
Oak  Park,  Illinois 

I am  leading  a very  busy  but  quiet  life,  have  given  up  most 
of  my  volunteer  work  due  to  my  own  health  and  that  of  my  husband 
who  has  been  in  and  out  of  hospitals  this  past  year.  I take  care 
of  my  home,  do  some  yard  work,  walk  my  dog,  knit,  read,  write 
to  my  senators.  I’m  interested  in  politics  and  am  presently 
working  for  Margaret  Chase  Smith.  Our  two  young  folk  have 
long  since  left  home  and  are  living  in  the  east  where  one  is 
working  at  M.I.T.  on  the  Apollo  Project  and  the  other  has  just 
passed  examinations  for  a Ph.D.  We  have  no  grandchildren. 

Do  we  have  to  be  "galloping  galinas”  all  of  our  lives  just 
because  we  graduated  from  Vassar  many  years  ago? 
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Theresa  PERKINS  Putnam  Mrs.  Theresa  P.  Putnam 

36  Addington  Road 
Brookline  46 
Massachusetts 

The  present  finds  me  living  in  an  apartment  in  Brookline  and 
my  daughter  Emily  Link  and  her  husband  Bill  and  two  children 
in  nearby  Lexington.  This  is  a real  treat  for  me  as  they  have 
lived  away  from  my  neighborhood  all  their  ten  years  of  married 
life. 

My  present  job  is  a most  satisfying  one,  namely  part-time 
director  for  the  Boston  Committee  of  Young  Audiences.  (Young 
Audiences  is  a national,  non-profit  organization  which  brings 
"live”  small  ensemble  concerts  INTO  the  schools  DURING  the 
school  week.)  Aside  from  the  enormous  satisfaction  of  introducing 
fine  music  to  fourth,  fifth  and  sixth  graders,  all  14,000  of  them, 
and  seeing  their  enthusiastic  response,  this  program  takes  one 
right  into  the  heart  of  the  "old  core  city”  with  its  urban  renewal, 
rehabilitation,  new  buildings,  new  highways,  new  City  Hall,  and 
old  school  system,  in  the  process  of  modernization  for  its  93,000 
pupils. 

Before  this  I was  Music  Librarian  at  the  Brookline  Public 
Library  for  eight  years  where  I had  the  responsibility  and 
pleasure  of  developing  the  Music  Department  and  fun  of  starting 
the  Brookline  Library  Music  Association.  The  BLMA  is  a small 
example  of  how  the  community  and  government  work  together. 
The  Library  supplies  the  concert  hall,  maintenance,  mailing;  the 
committee  decides  on  the  program  and  raises  the  funds.  It  is 
really  a great  arrangement. 

Having  been  a zealous  member  of  the  League  of  Women 
Voters  since  1941,  I decided  I had  better  put  into  practice  their 
principle  of  running  for  political  office.  So  I have  been  a Town 
Meeting  Member  from  my  precinct  for  twelve  years.  Getting 
elected  is  a fascinating  process.  Being  elected  is  even  better, 
because  then  YOU  vote  and  don’t  leave  it  to  some  one  else  who 
may  disagree  with  you. 

My  personal  hobbies  continue  to  be  the  same:  the  outdoors 
with  emphasis  on  birding;  photography;  travel. 

Charlotte  PERRY  Allen  Mrs.  James  M.  Allen 

640  Ott  Street 
Harrisonburg,  Virginia 

After  graduation  from  Vassar,  I attended  Teachers  College, 
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Columbia  University,  and  received  my  Master’s  degree.  I taught 
English,  Latin  and  French  for  several  years  in  my  home  town, 
Bramwell,  West  Virginia. 

My  teaching  career  ended,  however,  when  I married  Dr. 
James  M.  Allen,  a Bramwell  dentist.  We  had  previously  picked 
the  charming  town  of  Harrisonburg,  Virginia,  as  our  future  home. 
We  were  married  in  1928.  Doris  Williams  Goldsmith  was  my 
matron  of  honor.  Some  two  years  earlier  I had  been  maid  of 
honor  in  her  wedding. 

We  built  our  colonial  home  on  a hill  commanding  a view  of 
the  Alleghanies  to  the  West  and  the  Blue  Ridge  to  the  East,  in 
the  heart  of  the  famed  Shenandoah  Valley.  During  the  early 
years  of  my  married  life  when  my  husband  was  not  occupied 
with  his  dental  profession,  we  spent  our  time  gardening,  fishing 
and  training  a Pekinese. 

My  time  was  not  all  spent  in  this  way,  however.  I worked 
for  eighteen  years  as  a secretary  at  Madison  College,  was 
active  in  the  work  of  Emmanuel  Episcopal  Church  and  the 
A.A.U.W.,  was  president  of  the  Spotswood  Garden  Club,  a member 
of  the  Garden  Club  of  Virginia,  and  was  secretary  of  the  Stock- 
Aids  Investment  Club. 

My  travels  include  Europe,  Hawaii,  Alaska  and  several 
trans-continental  trips.  On  these  trips  I made  numerous  color 
slides  and  have  used  these  in  talks  to  several  clubs. 

After  my  husband’s  death  in  1954,  I filled  the  lonely  hours 
by  pursuing  my  study  of  French  with  an  idea  of  again  entering 
the  teaching  profession,  which  I later  decided  not  to  do. 

I enjoy  entertaining  in  my  home,  reading,  collecting  oriental 
art  objects,  listening  to  the  Metropolitan  Opera  broadcasts, 
growing  daffodils  and  roses,  dancing  and  playing  bridge. 

A proud  moment  in  my  life  was  when  I was  asked  to  represent 
Vassar  College  in  the  academic  procession  at  the  inauguration 
of  the  new  President  of  Madison  College.  I realize  more  each 
year  how  much  my  experiences  at  Vassar  have  meant  to  me  in 
the  appreciation,  enjoyment  and  service  of  life. 

Mildred  PRESTON  Caswell  Mrs.  Bruce  Caswell 

Roxbury,  Delaware  County 
New  York 

The  first  two  years  after  college,  I taught  French  and  Latin 
in  Montgomery,  New  York,  at  a starting  salary  of  $ 1,200  - con- 
sidered very  good  for  "fresh  out”!  In  the  summer,  Ruth  Campbell 
’25  and  I visited  Frances  Miller  McFaddin  in  Hagerstown  and 
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the  rest  of  our  gang  (Thank  Heaven  we  never  called  it  "The 
Group”!)  joined  us  at  the  Miller  camp  on  the  Potomac. 

My  mother  and  I built  a house  in  Roxbury  opposite  the 
village  library  wrhere  we  had  lived  for  twenty-three  years  while 
she  served  as  Librarian.  I taught  French  and  English  and  Latin 
in  the  Roxbury  school  until  1932  when  I married  Bruce  (Stub) 
Caswell  who  lived  across  the  street.  We  have  one  son,  Phil, 
a captain  in  the  Army  presently  studying  at  the  Naval  Post- 
Graduate  School  at  Monterey,  California. 

In  college  I thought  I might  become  a writer!  When  Phil  was 
small  I took  to  writing  verse  some  of  which  Marion  Spear  Allen, 
’25  showed  to  her  editor.  So  for  a while  I wrote  for  the  love 
magazines.  Jules  Bledsoe,  the  original  OP  Man  River  who 
bought  a farm  near  Roxbury,  set  one  of  my  "pomes”  to  music 
and  sang  it  at  a concert  - the  supreme  moment  of  my  literary 
career. 

During  the  second  World  War,  I went  to  help  out  in  a nearby 
school  when  their  French  and  English  teacher  went  AWOL,  and 
I stayed  there  three  years.  Then  I served  as  Librarian  for  the 
village  and  school  combined  in  Roxbury  for  thirteen  years. 

In  1959  my  mother  died  at  the  age  of  ninety-five. 

Soon  after,  Phil,  who  had  spent  his  first  year  at  Cornell 
with  Erneste  Goodman  Cottrell’s  family,  graduated  and  was  on 
his  way  to  Germany  via  Greenland,  to  go  on  studying  the  Russian 
he  had  already  started  and  to  learn  German.  One  bitter  (in  more 
ways  than  one)  winter  night,  my  husband’s  paint  store  burned 
during  this  period. 

In  June  I960  I resigned  as  librarian  and  Stub  and  I took  off 
by  jet  to  Germany  - just  missing  ’23’s  reunion,  the  first  I had 
ever  missed.  We  had  a marvellous  time  in  Garmisch  and  Ober- 
ammergau,  seeing  the  Passion  Play  and  getting  the  view  from 
the  top  of  the  Zugspitz.  The  boys  did  a lot  of  climbing.  Then  in 
Phil’s  little  car,  we  drove  through  Holland  and  Belgium  to  Paris 
and  on  to  Mont  St.  Michel  and  St.  Malo.  My  French  worked  pretty 
well.  Phil  returned  to  Germany  and  Stub  and  I crossed  the 
channel  for  a week  in  Scotland  and  one  in  England.  Our  bird 
list  for  the  trip  was  one  hundred  and  ninety-five,  one  hundred 
and  eighty-nine  for  our  life  list. 

In  August  of  1962  we  flew  to  Hamburg  and  on  to  Bremerhaven 
for  Phil’s  wedding  to  Heidi  Bahr.  Before  this  we  had  sandwiched 
in  a drive  to  Mexico  and  back  with  only  one  accident  - running 
over  two  skunks  in  Texas. 

The  wedding  was  beautiful.  Stub  and  I were  surprised  to 
find  ourselves  part  of  the  wedding  procession.  I was  also  as- 
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tonished  to  find  myself  the  only  one  wearing  a hat.  After  the 
wedding  there  was  dinner  and  dancing  and  at  midnight  Phil  and 
Heidi  waltzed  alone.  At  the  end  of  the  waltz,  they  took  off 
Heidi’s  veil,  Phil  kissed  her;  they  spread  the  veil  on  the  floor 
and  danced  it  to  pieces  according  to  North  German  tradition. 

This  fall  we  zigzagged  across  the  United  States  and  parts 
of  Canada.  We  found  wonderful  birding  along  the  Mississippi,  on 
ponds  and  lakes  in  Minnesota,  in  the  Parks  and  on  Monterey.  We 
saw  twenty-two  Anna  hummingbirds  at  once  in  Modjiska  Canyon. 
We  also  visited  my  cousin  Marie  Preston  V.C.  1900  and  called 
on  Alberta  Patterson’s  mother  and  sister. 

Long  ago  we  bought  land  up  the  hill  from  my  mother’s  house 
where  we  lived  so  that  we  might  have  a garden.  Later  we  bought 
a hundred  acres  of  woodland  on  the  mountain  above  and  three 
years  ago,  a farm  that  connects  these  two  properties.  Now  my 
husband  is  working  very  hard  on  a five  year  project,  at  the  end 
of  which  we  hope  Wake-Robin  Gardens  and  Bird  Sanctuary  will 
be  open  to  the  public.  So  - come  see  the  bird-brained  Caswells, 
picnic  in  our  maple  grove  or  eat  on  the  terrace  of  the  little 
restaurant  in  the  high  meadow  looking  down  on  the  gardens  or 
climb  our  nature  trails.  (Advertisement). 


Mildred  PROSEUS  Maxwell  Mrs.  Milton  W.  Maxwell 

144  - 80  Sanford  Avenue 
Flushing  45,  New  York 

After  Vassar  two  years  were  spent  in  High  School  teaching 
followed  by  three  years  of  secretarial  work.  I then  got  interested 
in  social  work  and  was  graduated  from  the  New  York  School  of 
Social  Work  (now  Columbia  School  of  Social  Work).  Until  I retired 
in  1958,  I worked  in  various  types  of  social  work  in  a variety  of 
places  - mostly  in  Medical  Social  Work  and  in  and  around  New 
York  City.  The  last  fifteen  years  I was  Director  of  Social  Service 
Department  in  our  local  community  hospital. 

In  1939  I was  married.  I have  no  children. 

Having  been  a working  girl  most  of  my  life,  I have  never  had 
time  for  volunteer  activities  excepting  for  simple  things  like 
ringing  door  bells  for  collections  and  hostessing  at  a historical 
house  in  our  community. 

Since  retirement  I have  become  very  much  involved  with 
AAUW  activities.  Just  completed  two  years  as  President  of  our 
local  Branch  and  next  I will  be  a State  Vice-President. 

My  chief  hobby  would  probably  be  travelling  which  my  hus- 
band and  I have  done  fairly  extensively  and  hope  to  continue.  I 
also  collect  figurines  of  my  favorite  animal  - the  cat. 

Anna  E.  PURDY  Greene  Mrs.  Carl  Hartley  Greene 

401  Clinton  Avenue 
Brooklyn  38,  New  York 

Life  has  been  very  busy  and  happy  and  interesting.  After 
college  - way  back  then  - came  medical  school  at  the  College  of 
Physicians  and  Surgeons.  This  was  followed  by  a year  of  intern- 
ship and  then  four  years  at  the  Mayo  Clinic.  My  most  important 
achievement  there  was  meeting  Carl  Hartley  Greene,  M.D.  and 
marrying  him  in  1930.  After  that  I was  a lady  of  leisure  - more 
or  less  and  mostly  less  - until  our  three  girls,  Margaret  Earl, 
Anna  Purdy  and  Barbara  Hartley,  were  all  in  Packer  at  school. 

Then  back  to  my  old  favorite,  gynecology,  at  the  New  York 
Post-Graduate  Hospital.  Also  working  in  the  office  with  my 
husband.  This  continued  until  1948  when  a bus  accident  left  me 
with  a mild  brain  hemorrhage  and  bad  trouble  with  the  eyes.  Since 
I could  no  longer  use  a microscope  and  had  a dreadful  urge  to  do 
something  I taught  as  Associate  Professor  of  Hygiene  at  Long 
Island  University. 

In  the  meantime  the  girls  were  all  going  to  Vassar.  Peg 
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graduated  in  1952  and  went  for  her  M.S.  in  chemistry  to  Yale. 
We  tease  her  by  saying  she  had  her  M.S.,  her  MRS.  and  her 
Ph.D.  all  at  the  same  time  for  she  married  George  Loweree 
Gaines,  jr.  right  after  she  received  her  degree.  He  is  in  Basic 
Research  at  General  Electric  and  they  have  two  girls  and  a boy 
who  are  all  my  pride  and  joy. 

Nan  graduated  in  1955,  went  to  Fontainebleau  to  sing  for  a 
bit,  worked  as  a programmer  in  I.B.M.  at  the  New  York  Life 
Insurance  Company  and  married  Frederick  William  Schubert,  an 
engineer  from  Rensselaer.  They  live  in  Cincinnati  and  he  works 
for  Proctor  and  Gamble  and  they  also  have  two  girls  and  a boy. 
These  three  children  also  add  enjoyment  to  life. 

Bobby  graduated  in  1958  from  Vassar  and  in  1962  from  Johns 
Hopkins  Medical  School.  She  married  William  Henry  Plauth,  jr. 
M.D.,  a Pediatrician,  in  1961.  Bobby  has  been  Dr.  Tumulty’s 
resident  at  Hopkins  Hospital  the  past  years.  This  year  they  go 
to  Boston  where  Bill  is  doing  some  special  work. 

Now  while  all  this  was  happening,  I’ve  quietly  found  the 
New  York  Life  Insurance  Company  and  am  Assistant  Medical 
Director.  They  have  been  good  to  me  and  I love  my  job.  That 
brings  me  up  to  date. 

I do  hope  to  make  the  next  reunion.  Certainly  I’ll  look  forward 
to  reading  what  all  of  our  class  has  been  doing. 

Harriet  RAMSAY  Stimson  Mrs.  Earl  Stimson 

1111  Ramblewood  Road 
Baltimore,  Maryland 

Literature  and  dramatics  here, 

School  plays,  composition  there, 

Shakespeare,  Sheridan  and  Shaw. 

To  teach  was  good,  I clearly  saw: 

Pupils,  girlish  actors  dear, 

Satisfaction  everywhere. 

Yet  Broadway  lures,  and  always  I’ve 
An  acting  urge  I strongly  feel, 

So  to  New  York  in  ’35 

Where  Walter  Hampden  has  for  me 

A Nursemaid’s  part  in  his  company, 

The  play,  "Achilles  Had  a Heel”.  * 

Alas!  a flop  ....  No  other  stages 
Offer  a chance  to  tread  the  boards, 
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So  back  to  Teachers’  Agency 

Where  the  good  lady  has  for  me 

An  attractive  place  with  Bounteous  wages, 

And,  as  I discover,  other  rewards. 

For  there,  in  a spring  of  fragrant  weather, 

Romance  in  letter  form  appears: 

"I  think  of  the  days  we  spent  together 
In  the  Cincinnati  kindergarten”, 

Wrote  Earl.  (That’s  where  our  love  was  startin’, 

But  a lapse  of  twenty-seven  years!) 

Our  children?  Oh,  a hundred  of  ’em: 

Their  prefixes,  "step-”,  "grand-”  and  "foster-”; 
Godchildren,  pupils,  bairns  of  friends, 

Nephews,  nieces  ....  our  line  descends 
From  a tree  of  joy.  How  much  we  love  ’em! 

How  we  delight  in  the  lively  roster! 

What  was  the  future  becomes  the  past, 

Who  once  was  student  is  teacher  or  mother, 

And  actress  too,  in  the  Great  Play’s  cast. 

Let’s  play  to  the  peak  of  our  Reunion  Scene, 

With  two  years’  rehearsals  in  between! 

How  we’ll  greet  and  congratulate  each  other. 

* See  THE  BEST  PLAYS  OF  1935  by  Burns  Mantle,  pg.  419 


Florence  REED  Baldwin  Mrs.  Horace  S.  Baldwin 

136  East  64th  Street 
New  York  21,  New  York 

A few  months  after  I graduated  I came  to  New  York  to  work 
as  a bacteriologist  at  the  Cornell  Medical  School.  A year  later,  I 
married  my  boss.  Horace  has  been  in  the  practice  of  medicine 
here  in  New  York  since  that  time,  and  we  have  lived  right  here 
in  the  city. 

I had  two  children,  a son,  Reed,  who  was  killed  in  an  auto- 
mobile accident  at  the  age  of  twenty-seven.  He  was  a graduate 
of  Wesleyan  University  and  Harvard  Law  School. 

My  daughter,  Judy,  Vassar  ’49,  is  married  to  a doctor,  has 
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four  daughters  ages  ten  to  three  years.  They  live  in  Florida  and 
we  visit  them  there  each  winter. 

For  the  past  thirty  years  we  have  had  a summer  home  at 
Point  0’  Woods  on  Fire  Island,  and  enjoy  the  activities  there. 

My  volunteer  work  over  the  years  has  been  Vassar  Club  of 
New  York,  the  Women’s  National  Republican  Club,  St.  Chris- 
topher’s School  and  church  work.  At  the  present  time,  the 
Women’s  Auxiliary  of  the  New  York  Hospital  is  my  major  interest. 

Since  1952,  Horace  and  I have  traveled  extensively,  Europe 
several  times,  around  the  world  by  plane  in  1961  and  the  summer 
of  1963  we  spent  a month  traveling  to  Russia  and  India,  staying 
a week  on  a houseboat  in  the  Kashmire  This  fall,  we  will  be 
attending  an  international  allergy  meeting  in  Madrid.  So,  I have 
traveled  many  roads. 


Bernice  ROSENBAUM  Davidson 

Mrs.  J.  Edward  Davidson 
75  Central  Park  West 
New  York  23,  New  York 

The  only  changes  in  my  vital  statistics  since  our  thirty- 
second  reunion  in  1955  concern  my  family.  My  husband  is  an 
independent  consultant  to  Bloomingdale’s.  My  children:  Bernice; 
has  a B.A.  from  Wellesley,  and  M.A.  from  Radcliffe  and  Ph.D. 
from  Harvard.  She  is  an  Art  Historian  living  in  Rome.  Anne 
Elizabeth,  B.A.  Vassar,  M.A.  and  Ph.D.  Columbia  is  married  to 
David  Russel  Ferry,  Harvard  ’55,  and  is  a Lecturer  in  theEnglish 
Department  at  Harvard.  Her  husband  is  Associate  Professor  of 
English  at  Wellesley.  They  have  one  child,  Stephen  Edward 
born  September  7,  I960. 

My  "jobs”  are  the  same  as  before  - and  that’s  about  it. 

Janet  D.  SCOTT  South  Kent 

Connecticut 

After  living  in  different  parts  of  the  U.S.A.  wherever  jobs  in 
my  newish  field  of  chemical  literature  beckoned  me,  from  Ohio 
to  Maryland  to  southern  Nevada  to  New  Jersey,  Brooklyn  Heights 
and  Springfield,  Massachusetts,  I finally  found  my  nearest  ideal 
spot  in  the  still  unspoiled  and  uncrowded  green  hills  of  the 
Housatonic  Valley  in  western  Connecticut.  So,  last  year,  I bought 
a charming,  modernized  two-hundred  year  old  saltbox  with  five 
acres  in  South  Kent,  about  thirty  miles  east  of  V.C.  (where, 
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incidentally,  I took  the  second  semester  of  beginning  Russian 
while  I was  living  in  the  country  somewhat  closer  to  college). 
Though  I still  have  much  to  learn  about  country  living  and  all 
that  can  go  wrong  both  inside  and  outside  the  house,  I’ve  always 
been  a country  gal  at  heart  and  love  the  simple  pleasures  of 
gardening,  watching  the  birds  at  my  feeders,  gazing  at  the 
brilliant  stars  on  a frosty  night,  sitting  before  a big,  open  fire, 
hiking  a bit  and  snowshoeing  (a  comedown  from  the  thrills  of 
skiing,  dictated  by  the  brittleness  of  my  old  bones,  but  still  fun) 
and  in  addition  the  friendliness  of  other  country  lovers.  And 
New  York  isn’t  too  far  away  to  go  down  and  back  in  a day  and 
rub  off  some  of  the  moss  that’s  bound  to  accumulate. 

More  and  more  I find  it  harder  to  get  down  to  desk  work  after 
so  many  years  of  it,  though  I still  do  some  free-lance  editing, 
indexing  and  abstracting  (not  from  Russian,  yet!)  and  am  on 
national  chemical  nomenclature  committees,  which  provide  free 
trips  occasionally  to  Washington,  D.C.  and  Columbus,  Ohio.  On 
my  full-time  jobs  I made  a complete  circle,  from  the  first  one, 
after  I got  my  master’s  in  chemistry  at  the  University  of  Chicago, 
as  a dictionary  drudge  on  the  second  edition  of  Webster’s  New 
International  Dictionary  to  my  last  one  on  the  controversial 
Webster’s  Third.  In  between,  my  longest  stretches  were  as  an 
editor  of  Chemical  Abstracts  and  of  the  Encyclopedia  of  Chemical 
T echnology,  the  shortest  and  dullest  (except  for  the  excitement 
engendered  by  Pearl  Harbor)  with  the  Chemical  Warfare  Service, 
and  the  wildest  with  a.  government  war  magnesium  plant  in  the 
Las  Vegas,  Nevada,  area. 

Once  away  from  city  life,  I no  longer  felt  the  need  of  escape 
I had  found  in  piloting  a small  plane  and  settled  for  a car.  My 
longest  trips,  however,  have  been  by  train,  boat  or  plane:  to  all 
of  the  fifty  states  (except  Arkansas),  Canada,  Mexico,  Cuba,  and 
Panama  and  to  Europe  seven  times,  from  the  North  Cape  to  the 
Mediterranean  and  Middle  East  and  from  Eire  to  Russia  and 
Poland,  where  I was  (and  still  am,  so  far  as  I know)  the  only 
one  of  our  class  to  see  Joan  Kossak  Skarzynska,  who,  especially 
since  her  beloved  husband  died  late  in  1962,  yearns  to  hear 
from  1923-  Although  I’m  now  "settled”  at  last  in  my  own  home, 
with  all  my  lares  and  penates  together  for  almost  the  first  time 
since  college,  I still  have  itchy  feet  and  hope  to  continue  my 
travels  even  farther  afield. 
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Lucia  SHERMAN  Gromme  Mrs.  Carl  Gromme 

Ross,  Marin  County 
California 

Perhaps  the  most  unusual  thing  about  me  is  that  Carl  and  I 
have  lived  in  the  same  house  for  nearly  thirty  years.  Carl  is  still 
an  active  architect,  but  I now  do  only  occasional  part-time 
teaching  of  remedial  reading.  We  have  two  sons,  Sherman,  a 
geology  Ph.D.  who  is  married  and  has  three  childrem  and  Tony 
who  is  doing  research  on  computer  programs.  Sherman  does 
research  in  geology  and  both  of  them  are  at  the  University  of 
California  in  Berkeley. 

It  seems  to  me  that  most  of  my  friends  dash  about  a great 
deal  more  than  I do,  but  I am  going  to  try  to  keep  up  with  some 
of  them  by  telephone.  (Note:  A great  idea.  This  was  one  of  the 
calls  and  I was  delighted  to  have  it.  ECvD.) 

Frances  SHIPMAN  Hentz  Mrs.  J.  Henry  Hentz,  3rd. 

912  Old  Lancaster  Road 
Bryn  Mawr,  Pennsylvania 

After  graduation,  I took  the  Secretarial  Course  at  Pierce 
Business  School.  I taught  for  three  years  — until  I was  married  — 
at  a private  school  in  Wynnewood,  Miss  Lyman’s.  I married  J. 
Henry  Hentz,  3rd.  and  we  had  two  daughters.  The  first  one 
didn’t  live.  The  second  one,  Nancy,  graduated  from  Pennsylvania 
State  University,  was  accepted  by  the  Foreign  Service  Staff  of 
the  State  Department.  She  was  sent  to  Mexico  City,  to  the  United 
States  Embassy,  on  her  first  assignment.  She  has  lived  there 
ever  since  — is  married  and  has  a daughter,  eight,  and  a son, 
seven. 

Mr.  Hentz  died  in  May,  1 963 - 

I have  worked  for  eighteen  years  in  various  departments  of 
Lower  Merion  Township. 

Martha  SHOUSE  The  Hotchkiss  School 

Lakeville 

Connecticut 

For  the  past  fifteen  years  (though  it  doesn’t  seem  so  long) 
I have  been  working  in  the  Alumni  Office  of  the  Hotchkiss 
School,  Lakeville,  Connecticut.  My  chief  chore  is  keeping  an 
eye  on  the  Alumni  Fund  and  seeing  that  everyone  is  properly 
thanked.  Though  our  fund  is  not  so  impressive  as  Vassar’s,  we 
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do  rather  well  in  the  independent  secondary  school  class,  with 
a first  place  and  two  honorable  mentions  in  the  past  three  years. 
For  this  I take  no  credit.  This  school  for  360  boys,  is  in  an 
attractive  part  of  the  country,  with  a fine  view  of  the  Berkshire 
Hills  and  Lake  Wononscopomuc,  otherwise  known  as  Lakeville 
Lake.  It  is  a pleasant  change  from  New  York  City. 

Hildegarde  SITTERLY  Rogel 

Mrs.  Albert  C.  Rogel 
178  High  Street 
Hastings-on-Hudson 
New  York 

I had  always  thought  teaching  a very  good  excuse  for  travel- 
ing. So,  once  equipped  by  Vassar,  I set  forth  first  for  the  end  of 
Long  Island,  then  suburban  New  Jersey,  South  Dakota,  New 
Jersey  again,  (I  was  born  and  brought  up  there)  and  then,  with 
a husband,  to  Westchester  County,  New  York,  where  one  summer 
we  lived  in  the  woods  and  put  up  a house  around  us.  This  project 
we  repeated  about  ten  years  later,  but  this  time  on  Long  Island 
and  with  the  help  of  two  children,  for  whom  I had  stopped  teach- 
ing (that  is,  in  schools!).  But  about  fifteen  or  so  years  later, 
they  in  high  school  and  looking  toward  college,  I began  again,  so 
that  they  could  get  there. 

Now  that  they  are  finally  nearing  the  end  of  graduate  work, 
we  are  both  retiring  to  the  house  on  Long  Island  and  a boat,  and 
travel  without  teaching! 

Anne  SMITH  Wolcott  Mrs.  L.C.  Wolcott 

61  Pierrepont  Street 
Brooklyn  1,  New  York 

I didn’t  marry  immediately  after  graduation  as  planned,  but 
had  several  very  lively  years  before  marrying  a clergyman  and 
settling  down.  I taught  physics  and  chemistry  and  then  did  trans- 
lating of  scientific  German  and  French,  and  since  marriage  only 
managed  to  be  a full-time  housewife  for  about  seven  years  here 
and  there.  We  have  lived  all  over  the  country,  west,  middle 
west,  far  west  and  finally  New  York  City.  I jumped  from  college 
teaching  into  being  secretary  of  a parish  day  school  in  Greenwich 
Village  and  there  has  never  been  a dull  moment. 

Our  three  children  are  all  married  now  — our  eldest  daughter 
to  a foreign  service  officer  in  Tokyo,  our  next  to  a budding 
psychiatrist  and  our  son  is  in  USIS  in  Malaysia  about  to  be 
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transferred  to  Indonesia.  Many  adorable  grandchildren.  In  January 
we  had  six  under  four.  We  managed  to  get  to  Japan  to  see  the 
Tokyo  family  but  Indonesia  is  really  far.  However,  after  we  are 
retired  to  the  woods  of  Northern  Michigan  long  enough  to  catch 
our  breath,  we’ll  start  out  again. 

Sybil  SMITH  Young  M rs.  Lincoln  R.  Young 

327  North  Steele  Road 
West  Hartford  17 
Connecticut 

I seem  to  have  spent  a lifetime  as  a community  volunteer  - 
for  the  League  of  Women  Voters,  finally  as  State  President  for 
four  years;  for  the  Community  Council,  the  research  arm  of  the 
Community  Chest,  as  Legislation  Chairman  and  Vice  President; 
for  my  church,  on  the  building  Co 

for  my  church,  on  the  Building  Committee  for  years,  and  Chair- 
man of  the  Decorating  Committee;  for  the  Vassar  Club,  the 
Garden  Club,  the  Art  Museum,  the  YWCA  etc.  I am  now  President 
of  the  Town  and  County  Club,  a large  Hartford  social  club  with 
five  hundred  women  members,  a clubhouse,  food  service  and  a 
considerable  staff.  I began  by  loving  to  do  the  program,  but  now 
I have  all  the  worries  of  keeping  the  staff  happy  and  not  losing 
money  on  the  total  operation.  By  a great  coincidence,  Betty  van 
Dyke  also  struggled  a while  ago  with  this  same  job! 

I have  had  several  wonderful  trips  abroad  with  my  husband, 
and  with  others  since  he  died  in  1958.  I try  to  keep  from  stagnat- 
ing by  taking  a weekly  class  in  French  conversation  and  am  now 
in  my  third  year.  I see  many  New  York  plays  every  year,  as  well 
as  the  Stratford  Shakespeare  repertory.  I enjoy  bridge,  lectures, 
concerts  and  my  three  children  and  seven  grandchildren. 

Daughter  Eleanor,  Vassar  1951,  husband  in  insurance  and 
three  children,  lives  a short  distance  from  Tanglewood  in  Stock- 
bridge,  Massachusetts.  They  are  interested  in  music,  and  often 
come  to  Hartford  for  concerts  and  operas  with  me.  She  has  just 
finished  being  chairman  of  the  "Know  your  Town”  study  for  the 
provisional  League  of  Women  Voters  in  her  town. 

Daughter  Carolyn,  Vassar  1953,  with  two  children,  is  married 
to  a Congregational  minister  who  has  just  resigned  his  first 
parish  (Springfield,  Vermont)  after  seven  years  of  service  to  go 
back  to  school.  They  are  sailing  for  England  this  summer  for  a 
two  year  session  at  Oxford  University  where  he  hopes  to  garner 
a Ph.  D. 

Son,  Lincoln,  Ohio  Wesleyan  1957,  married  a classmate  and 
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is  a young  officer  in  the  Hartford  National  Bank,  working  toward 
a graduate  degree  at  Rutgers  University  School  of  Banking  (by 
correspondence).  He  has  two  children  also  and  a most  attractive 
wife  who  contributes  real  leadership  in  various  organizations  -- 
the  Junior  League,  her  sorority  alumnae,  the  Republican  party 
etc. 

All  live  near  enough  to  me  and  one  another  (or  have  until 
now)  so  that  we  can  celebrate  holidays  and  major  family  events 
together.  Since  all  three  were  married  within  one  year,  the 
grandchildren  (three  boys  first,  then  four  girls)  are  close  to 
the  same  age.  All  the  little  cousins  have  great  fun  at  these 
reunions.  We  are  blessed  with  excellent  health  as  a family  and 
piles  of  energy  and  a wonderful  congeniality  with  all  the  in- 
laws. Life  is  very  full  and  very  pleasant! 

Elizabeth  B.  SNOW  Chandler 

Mrs.  Horton  L.  Chandler 
14  Kensington  Road 
Concord,  New  Hampshire 

Horton  and  I live  rather  quietly  in  this  house  we  built  thirty- 
five  years  ago.  He  is  "semi -retired”;  that  is,  he  spends  a three 
day  week  in  Cambridge  now  where  he  is  vice-president  of  the 
New  England  Gas  and  Electric  Association  (Negea)  Service 
Corporation.  We  travel  around  a bit.  I still  keep  up  my  avocation 
of  painting  and  decorating  antique  furniture  and  tin  ware,  some 
of  which  is  sold  through  our  New  Hampshire  Arts  and  Crafts. 

Our  son  and  his  family  live  about  twenty  five  miles  away  in 
Hillsboro,  New  Hampshire  and  our  daughter  is  in  Richmond, 
Virginia,  where  we  saw  her  in  April. 

Ruth  SPAFFORD  Morris  Mrs.  Laurence  Morris 

140  East  72nd  Street 
New  York  21,  New  York 

Although  Vassar,  notably  Miss  Ellery,  started  to  awaken 
me  from  a somnolent  state,  I must  say  that  I did  not  open  my 
eyes  until  the  late  1940’s  and  have  only  just  started  to  look 
around.  Three  times  I became  married  to  interesting  men,  and 
from  all  have  derived  major  benefits.  All  contributed  joys,  but 
from  sufferings  I obtained  the  greatest  advance.  My  first  gave 
me  two  lovely  daughters  who  are  my  present  delight.  He  also 
impressed  upon  me  that  I was  not  the  perfect  wife  for  him.  I 
really  did  not  learn  this  lesson  until  some  years  later.  My  egotism 
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was  further  chipped  away  by  the  example  of  my  second  husband’s 
familiarity  with  Death,  whom  he  never  feared  even  when  finally 
confronted. 

During  those  eighteen  years  I experimented  with  many  forms 
of  expression:  from  bridge  to  expressive  dance;  from  choral 
singing  to  the  quietude  of  Friends’  Meeting;  from  committee 
chairmanships  to  gardening  a.s.f.  Thus  I finally  learned  what  I 
am;  an  averagely  gifted  woman  in  a very  fortunate  and  happy 
situation  who  no  longer  needs  to  strive  for  unattainable  goals  of 
distinction.  I am,  in  short,  satisfied  with  the  portion  of  Heaven 
which  has  been  allotted  me. 


Katharine  STEIN  Schamberg  Mrs.  Morton  G.  Schamberg 

219  Cary  Avenue 
Highland  Park,  Illinois 

What  volunteer  jobs  I used  to  do  could  be  listed  under  the 
usual  headings.  Sitting  on  boards  of  assorted  charities  including 
Chicago  Hearing  Society  and  North  Shore  Mental  Health  As- 
sociation; periodic  activity  in  the  local  League  of  Women  Voters; 
ditto  in  the  local  Garden  Club;  County  Hospital  volunteer  during 
the  war,  etc. 

I’ve  now  retired,  while  my  husband  works  enthusiastically 
in  philanthropy  particularly  for  the  Foundation  for  Hearing  and 
Speech,  an  organization  which  operates  a clinic  in  Michael 
Reese  Medical  Center  and  has  a connection  with  DePaul  Uni- 
versity. 

Our  most  recent  trip  was  to  Portugal,  Spain  and  Greece, 
stopping  enroute  home  in  my  all-time  favorite  Paris.  I spent  the 
winter  of  1923  - 24  there,  doing  a course  at  the  Sorbonne  and 
attending  various  art  schools.  Rubbing  elbows  with  the  To-Be- 
Greats  has  given  me  a life-long  feeling  for  creativity  in  the 
arts,  for,  as  you  know,  Paris  in  the  twenties  was  magnetic. 
Keeping  au  courant  in  the  field  of  art  has  been  my  constant 
interest.  My  husband  and  I collect  modern  painting  and  sculpture 
in  a small  way.  In  the  last  ten  years,  I’ve  been  studying  French, 
and  conversing  once  a week  with  a teacher. 

Other  recent  trips  include  the  Orient.  We  returned  to  Japan 
for  a month  last  year,  as  we  are  both  entranced  by  it  and  its 
people. 

We  have  two  daughters,  both  married  and  living  in  this  area, 
and  five  grandchildren. 

This  only  adds  up  to  a very  enjoyable  life.  Our  enthusiasms 
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are  still  burning,  which  is  probably  why  we  both  feel  young,  after 
lo!  these  almost  forty  years  together. 

Mary  B.  STEPHENSON  Cuttingsville 

Vermont 

My  days  since  college  have  been  pretty  much  filled  with 
illness.  About  fifteen  years  ago,  I had  to  leave  my  happy  home 
for  a mental  hospital.  When  well  enough,  I came  up  to  a remarka- 
ble Halfway  House  in  this  little  town.  I stayed  there  ten  years, 
doing  much  and  making  many  friends.  My  home  was  broken  up 
by  then. 

Last  year  illness  appeared  again,  so  I went  to  New  Jersey 
for  experiments  and  tests.  After  much  trouble,  my  grand  family, 
chiefly  Katrina  Stephenson  Leet,  V.C.  *21,  got  me  to  a hospital 
which  found  medicine  that  is  priceless.  As  a result,  I am  better 
than  since  before  college  - well  and  happy.  A miracle,  I think. 

1 have  come  back  to  my  dear  Vermont  to  live  with  rare  friends. 

When  I visit  Katrina  in  New  Jersey,  sometimes  I get  down  to 
see  Darrah  More  Fine  - such  a pleasure! 

I hope  to  connect  up  here  with  Booraem  next  summer. 

Two  Vassar  friends  up  here  go  with  me  to  Vermont-New 
Hampshire  Vassar  Club  luncheons. 

Catherine  STOCKWELL  Linder 

Mrs.  Catherine  S.  Linder 
218  North  Oak  Park  Avenue 
Oak  Park,  Illinois 

Since  August  I960  I have  been  manager  of  the  Midwest  Office 
of  Communicationsof  the  United  Church  of  Christ.  For  two  years 
I was  in  St.  Louis.  Since  the  fall  of  1962,  the  office  has  been  in 
Chicago  at  116  South  Michigan  Avenue,  just  opposite  the  Art 
Institute-.  Come  and  see  me  sometime  for  there  is  a beautiful 
view  of  Lake  Michigan. 

This  is  a most  interesting  and  challenging  job,  which  in- 
volves a good  deal  of  traveling,  so  I do  have  some  opportunity 
to  see  Vassar  classmates  and  friends.  My  particular  responsibility 
is  to  provide  news  releases  for  the  press  and  wire  services 
about  meetings  of  the  United  Church  of  Christ  at  the  national, 
regional  or  state  level.  Most  of  the  meetings  which  I cover  are 
in  the  midwest.  In  the  summer  of  1962  I worked  in  the  press 
room  of  the  International  Congregational  Council  in  Rotterdam, 
Holland.  From  time  to  time  I also  wrote  articles  for  the  United 
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Church  Herald,  the  denominational  publication.  The  United 
Church  of  Christ  is  a union  of  the  Evangelical  and  Reformed 
Church  and  Congregational  Christian  churches. 

During  the  past  thirty  years  I have  been  doing  public  re- 
lations and  publicity  in  the  educational,  welfare  and  religious 
fields.  Among  the  organizations  for  which  I have  worked  are  the 
Berkshire  Farm  for  Boys  at  Canaan,  New  York;  New  York  City 
Mission  Society;  National  Council  of  Churches;  Fifth  Avenue 
Presbyterian  Church;  Union  Theological  Seminary  and  American 
Relief  for  Korea,  all  in  New  York  City. 

After  graduation  from  Vassar,  I was  in  the  business  world 
for  a while.  First  banking  until  my  marriage  in  1926,  and  later 
advertising.  I was  advertising  manager  of  the  Villager,  the 
publication  of  the  Bronxville,  New  York,  Women’s  Club,  a member 
of  the  advertising  sales  staff  of  Current  History  Magazine  when 
owned  by  the  New  York  Times,  and  the  National  Geographic 
Magazine.  I also  worked  in  an  advertising  agency. 

During  the  time  that  I lived  in  the  New  York  area,  I was  an 
active  member  of  the  Vassar  Club  of  New  York.  I was  a member 
of  the  Scholarship  Committee  and  also  served  as  secretary  of 
the  Committee. 

I have  two  daughters,  who  are  teachers.  Fay  Linder  is  Vice- 
Principal  of  St.  Agnes  School  in  Albany,  New  York.  She  is  also 
head  of  the  physical  education  department.  Jean  Linder  teaches 
Spanish  and  Latin  at  the  Delaware  County  Christian  School  in 
Newtown  Square,  Pennsylvania,  and  also  teaches  a Church  School 
class  in  Spanish  to  Puerto  Ricans  at  the  Olivet  Presbyterian 
Church  in  Philadelphia. 

Helen  STOLLER  Smith  Mrs.  Ruric  N.  Smith 

3127  South  Rockford  Drive 
Tulsa,  Oklahoma 

My  first  years  after  graduation  found  me  working  in  Macy’s 
department  store  in  New  York,  teaching  for  a year  in  New  Jersey 
and  in  Tulsa,  Oklahoma  where  I met  my  husband,  a physician. 
After  my  marriage  in  1926,  I had  no  salaried  job  but  did  volun- 
teer work  in  the  A.A.U.W.  and  League  of  Women  Voters,  serving 
as  local  president  of  each  organization,  the  state  president  of 
the  League  of  Women  Voters  and,  later,  a National  Board  member 
for  four  years.  I organized  the  Tulsa  Committee  for  the  United 
Nations  in  1955  and  have  been  working  in  that  ever  since. 

By  way  of  recreation,  I do  some  gardening  and  at  various 
times  have  taken  courses  at  Tulsa  University  including  Finance, 
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Modem  English  Literature  and  Advanced  German.  The  latter  I 
have  found  helpful  in  travels  abroad.  We  have  had  a number  of 
interesting  trips,  twice  around  the  world  and  seven  times  to 
Europe.  We  have  no  children.  I do  my  own  housework  and  still 
drive  a 1941  Ford  and  save  up  for  a trip.  Travel  is  our  hobby, 
but  I’m  afraid  each  time  may  be  our  last. 

Elizabeth  STRONG  Partridge 

Mrs.  Earl  E.  Partridge 
1317  Hermosa  Way 
Colorado  Springs,  Colorado 

The  next  road  I traveled  after  graduation  took  me  west  to 
live.  It  was  love  at  first  sight  when  I saw  Colorado.  I knew  at 
once  that  this  was  going  to  be  my  country  and  my  home.  And  it 
has  been,  ever  since. 

In  the  busy  early  years,  the  hills  that  filled  the  western 
horizon  were  just  scenery  to  me.  Then  the  mountain  climbing 
bug  hit  and  hit  hard.  Acquiring  a set  of  totally  new  muscles  to 
match  my  new  point  of  view  took  a lot  of  doing  and  I worked 
these  up  gradually  on  the  slopes  near  at  hand,  graduating  later 
to  the  14,000  foot  peaks  of  which  there  are  over  fifty  in  the 
state.  After  that,  upward  paths  led  towards  the  Tetons  and  Wind 
Rivers  of  Wyoming  and  to  the  Canadian  Rockies  further  north. 
Then  Switzerland  came  into  my  life  and  I learned  to  know  and 
love  the  Alps,  where  ingredients  of  rock,  ice  and  snow  seem  to 
have  been  combined  in  perfect  proportion  by  a Providence 
sympathetic  to  mountaineering. 

I have  been  lucky  enough  to  go  on  two  expeditions.  In  1941 
our  small,  out-for-fun  group  had  a wonderful  time  climbing  in 
hitherto  unexplored  areas  of  the  Santa  Marta  range  in  Colombia, 
where  19,000  foot  summits  rise  within  thirty  five  miles  of  the 
Caribbean  Sea.  In  1950  the  adventure  of  a lifetime  came  my  way; 
a trip  through  previously  forbidden  eastern  Nepal  for  a first  look 
at  the  south  side  of  Mt.  Everest.  How  blessed  can  you  be? 

Let  me  assure  any  members  of  the  class  who  might  still 
consider  taking  it  up  that  elderly  mountaineering  is  delightful 
and  does  wonders  for  the  refreshment  of  the  soul  and  the  warding 
off  of  decrepitude.  And  I also  highly  recommend,  when  not  in  the 
mountains,  flying  over  them  in  a nice  blue  and  white  Beachcraft 
Bonanza. 

I realize  that  all  the  usual  statistics  have  been  omitted  in 
the  above.  In  case  they  are  essential;  I am  married  to  General 
Pat  Partridge  (USAF,  retired)  who  has  taken  up  climbing  (I  have 
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taken  up  flying).  Between  us  we  rejoice  in  a son  and  three 
daughters  and  six  promising  and  delightful  grandchildren. 

Eleanor  TAFT  Tilton  Mrs.  Arthur  V.R.  Tilton 

134  North  Oxford  Street 
Hartford,  5 
Connecticut 

With  a nod  to  "Peanuts”  Schultz 
ASTONISHMENT  is  being  a grandmother. 

is  eating  all  you  want  without  gaining  weight, 
is  traveling  from  Rome  to  York  with  husband 
and  granddaughters, 
is  feeling  time  whizz. 

is  dabbling  in  real  estate,  politics,  flying, 
sewing,  building,  swimming,  planting,  writing, 
etc.  etc.  etc. 

is  discovering  underwear  is  more  comfortable 
worn  inside  out. 

LUCK  is  having  had  Miss  Helen  E.  Sandison  at 

Vassar. 

is  having  funny,  charming,  sensible,  inter- 
esting, loyal  and  long-suffering  relatives  and 
friends. 

is  having  survived  logarithms,  cigar  smoke, 
road  oil,  smog,  power  mowers  and  theatre-in- 
the -round. 

FRUSTRATION  is  being  only  one  person. 

is  wanting  a full  time  housekeeper,  secretary, 
gardener. 

is  wanting  the  stamina  of  Betsy  Strong 
Partridge,  the  precision  of  Helen  Garrison 
Dunham,  the  accomplishments  of  Emma 
McDonald  Dawson,  the  wit  of  Elizabeth  C. 
van  Dyke,  the  gaiety  of  Nell  Engelhard 
Cooley,  etc.  etc. 

REGRET  is  being  a crumby  typist. 

is  never  having  owned  a wig,  been  a flying 
trapezist. 


Eleanor  TALCOTT  Jones  Mrs.  Howard  A.  Jones 

1540  North  State  Parkway 
Chicago  10,  Illinois 

After  leaving  Vassar  at  the  end  of  my  sophomore  year,  there 
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came  an  A.B.  at  the  University  of  Michigan,  followed  by  gradu- 
ation from  the  New  Y ork  School  of  Social  Work.  However  interesting 
this  field  was,  my  marriage  to  an  advertising  man,  Howard  A. 
Jones,  a year  later  removed  me  from  its  orbit  and  moved  us  to 
Chicago  where  we  have  lived,  off  and  on,  for  the  past  thirty-five 
years.  Our  two  children  have  married  and  live  on  the  east  and 
west  coasts  respectively  - so  that  our  five  grandchildren  are 
seen  far  too  infrequently. 

My  husband’s  avocation  is  the  breeding  and  raising  of 
thoroughbred  race  horses  - a subject  about  which  I know  abso- 
lutely nothing  - but  I do  enjoy  naming  them! 

Having  done  volunteer  work  in  the  past  for  the  Illinois 
Society  for  Mental  Hygiene  and  made  brief  stabs  at  studying 
foreign  languages,  I am  now  enjoying  being  just  plain  lazy. 

With  retirement  from  the  dizzy  pace  of  "space”  right  around 
the  corner  for  the  Jones,  we  are  presently  facing  the  eternal 
question  - where  and  how? 

Margaret  E.  TAYLOR  49  Cottage  Street 

Wellesley  81 
Massachusetts 

My  professional  road  has  been  the  academic,  extraordinarily 
rewarding  and  equally  unspectacular.  It  took  the  turn  of  Classics 
from  the  start  (despite  some  unexpected  mathematical  byways  in 
early  jobs),  involved  a fairly  leisurely  progress  to  a Yale  Ph.D. 
via  Rome,  Munich,  secondary  school  teaching,  and  a few  years 
at  Mt.  Holyoke,  where  a series  of  leaves  of  absence  provided 
substitute  positions  at  all  the  right  times.  I reached  Wellesley 
first  by  that  same  substitute  route,  but  returned  to  a definite 
appointment  in  1936.  Here  I have  been  ever  since,  now  indubi- 
tably one  of  that  "old  guard”  of  professors  who  seemed  so 
remote  those  many  years  ago.  One  of  the  many  advantages  of 
being  a classicist  is  that  roads  to  Italy  and  Greece  are  virtually 
a moral  obligation,  and  I have  lived  up  to  my  obligations  ad- 
mirably in  that  respect. 

Non-professional  roads  lead  west.  I discovered  American 
Forestry  Trail  Rides  a few  years  ago,  after  earlier  family  camping 
ceased  to  be  feasible,  and  have  pursued  them  with  enthusiasm 
to  wilderness  areas.  With  family  in  Alaska  and  Hawaii,  old  ties 
and  still  unexplored  wilderness  in  the  northwest,  very  firm  roots 
in  my  Wellesley  home,  and  the  lure  of  Rome,  the  future  after 
retirement  in  1967  is  not  crystal  clear,  but  full  of  delightful 
possibilities. 
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Marian  TAYLOR  Boyd  Mrs.  Douglas  Boyd 

999  Wade  Street 
Highland  Park,  Illinois 

One  of  the  courses  I took  at  Vassar  7 Charities  and  Cor- 
rections with  "Millsie”  - helped  me  to  determine  what  field  I 
wanted  to  specialize  in,  - i.e.  social  work.  Psychology  courses 
with  Miss  Washburn,  Child  Psychology  and  Abnormal  Psychology, 
also  influenced  me.  Being  Chairman  of  Lincoln  Center,  the 
settlement  house  in  Poughkeepsie,  and  working  there  with  the 
inspiration  of  Mary  Tabor  and  Mrs.  McCracken  also  helped  me  in 
my  decision  to  go  on  to  graduate  work  in  social  service  at  the 
University  of  Chicago.  After  I received  my  M.A.  in  1925,  I came 
back  to  Poughkeepsie  to  work  at  Lincoln  Center  for  a year,  an 
experience  I enjoyed  thoroughly  from  many  angles. 

Before  taking  a position  as  a psychiatric  social  worker  at  a 
child  guidance  clinic  in  Chicago,  I went  to  Europe  for  nine 
months.  After  becoming  the  wife  of  a physician  and  the  mother 
of  two  children,  I continued  to  work  part  time  in  social  work  and, 
in  addition  to  my  primary  jobs  as  wife  and  mother,  I also  was 
active  in  PTA,  League  of  Women  Voters,  and  on  Human  Relations 
Committees.  One  of  our  most  treasured  experiences  as  a family 
was  the  summers  spent  at  our  cabin  on  the  shores  of  Door  County, 
Wisconsin,  on  Green  Bay. 

Since  my  husband’s  death  I have  kept  busy  with  various 
activities  in  the  welfare  field.  I am  working  part  time  at  a school 
for  retarded  children.  I have  recently  had  the  stimulating  ex- 
perience of  being  on  a special  state-wide  committee  on  child 
welfare  with  the  assignment  to  set  up  a new  state  department  of 
coordinated  children’s  services.  I am  sure  each  one  of  us  on  the 
committee  felt  a sense  of  personal  achievement  when  the  State 
Legislature  actually  passed  a bill  last  June  setting  up  the  new 
department. 

Last  summer  I went  to  the  Scandinavian  countries  and  spent 
a delightful  week  in  the  Swiss  Alps  with  a Swiss  friend.  On  my 
way  back  home  on  a stopover  in  Connecticut,  I had  a most 
pleasant  visit  with  Miss  Sarah  Blanding  in  her  Lakeville  home 
and  had  lunch  with  Janet  Scott  in  her  charming  new  Connecticut 
home. 

I am  not  sure  I will  be  able  to  attend  reunion  in  June  as  I 
may  be  helping  my  son,  daughter-in-law,  and  new  grandchild 
move  from  San  Francisco  to  Denver,  where  my  son  will  be 
starting  his  residency  in  psychiatry. 

So  - greetings  to  all  1923- 
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May  Belle  TAYLOR  Bartlett 


Mrs.  Donald  Bartlett 
Como,  Panola  County 
Mississippi 

To  begin  with,  I’d  like  to  say  that  Mississippi  is  not  the 
benighted  place  the  press  would  have  you  think  it  is!  We  are  all 
busy  and  happy  and  live  in  an  atmosphere  lacking  in  tension  - 
so  far  at  any  rate!  But  this  is  not  what  is  wanted  for  the  book. 

My  husband  farms  and  raises  pure  bred  cattle.  We  live  in  an 
old  house  that  belonged  to  my  grandfather.  My  eldest  child, 
Linda  Thompson,  lives  in  Manhattan,  is  co-owner  of  a business 
called  Luxuria , Unlimited.  She  has  three  children  and  they  are 
my  only  grandchildren  so  far.  I lost  two  children  aged  fourteen 
and  ten  in  an  accident  in  1947.  My  youngest  is  a boy,  Mike 
Bartlett,  now  twenty-one  and  goes  to  college  at  Mississippi 
State  University  where  he  will  get  a degree  in  Agricultural 
Engineering. 

I do  a great  deal  of  volunteer  work,  am  a County  trustee  for 
our  library,  on  my  church  board,  president  of  the  Women’s  Society 
of  my  church,  vice-president  of  the  County  Little  Theatre.  I am 
an  ardent  Garden  Club  member  and  find  time  to  play  a bit  of 
bridge.  I find  that  there  are  so  many  areas  of  service  in  a rural 
community  and  that  there  are  never  enough  hours  in  any  day. 
Living  only  forty  miles  from  Memphis,  Tennessee,  we  are  able 
to  belong  to  theatre  groups,  to  hear  symphonies  and  concerts. 

I have  my  three  grandchildren  with  me  for  the  summer  - 
wonderful  for  them  to  get  out  of  New  York  City  and  into  the 
country  - and  feel,  at  times,  that  I am  running  a summer  camp! 

Pauline  TEEL  Ring  Mrs.  Lyle  R.  Ring 

Casa  Sandia 
Placitas,  New  Mexico 

Having  majored  in  music,  I attended  the  Longy  School  of 
Music  ’23  - ’24  and  the  Surette  School  of  Music  and  others  later. 
In  1924  I married  Lyle  R.  Ring,  a musician  and  teacher.  We  lived 
for  three  years  in  the  Ojai  Valley  in  California. 

After  we  returned  to  Boston  and  our  three  children  were 
growing  I began  teaching  music  myself.  I taught  at  the  Buckingham 
School  in  Cambridge  - a wonderful  experience.  My  own  children 
attended  this  school.  Then  I began  lecturing  on  music  especially 
for  children  and  finally  ended  up  as  lecturer  and  teacher  - a 
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specialist  on  music  for  gifted  children  at  Lesley  College  and 
the  Lesley-Ellis  School,  the  demonstration  school  for  the  college 
which  specializes  in  gifted  children. 

I lived  in  Sudbury,  Mass.  At  the  same  time  I began  raising 
Golden  Retrievers  as  a hobby.  I ended  up  with  eight  or  nine 
champions  and  my  husband  a "judge”. 

In  I960  I retired  and  we  moved  our  winter  quarters  to  Placitas, 
New  Mexico.  The  reason  for  that  is  one  daughter  and  four  grand- 
children living  in  Santa  Fe,  very  near  here  and  we  love  it  here. 
We  do  go  back  every  summer,  however,  to  good  old  New  England 
and  the  ocean.  Summer  address  Box  87,  Westport  Point,  Mass. 

I have  started  painting  and  am  now  an  amateur  watercolorist 
as  well  as  a musician  and  have  nine  grandchildren  as  well  as 
raising  Golden  Retrievers. 

The  children  are  Nancy  Ruland  Ring,  pianist;  Alden  Teel 
Ring,  cellist  with  Houston  Symphony  Orchestra;  Katherine  Ellis 
Ring  Ricketson,  violinist.  They  are  all  musical.  (Shortly  after 
this  was  written,  word  came  of  the  death  of  Katherine  Ellis 
Ricketson.  ECvD.). 

Doris  TERRY  Comey  Mrs.  Ralph  Comey 

31650  Edgewood  Road 
Cleveland,  24,  Ohio 

After  leaving  college,  I planned  to  spend  the  winter  of  1924 
in  Switzerland  with  my  sister  Jean  Bauder  (V.C.  1911)  and  her 
family.  I was  going  to  join  the  Bauders  after  Christmas,  but  I 
wanted  to  spend  Christmas  at  home  with  my  mother,  This  was 
my  undoing,  as  I became  engaged  in  January  and  married  in 
April.  Three  children  followed  in  the  next  six  years,  and  the 
closest  we  got  to  Switzerland  was  Lake  Placid  and  Lac  Tremblant 
in  Canada.  I might  add,  from  that  time  to  this,  with  the  exception 
of  a year  and  a half,  almost  all  of  my  time  and  energy  have  been 
devoted  to  children  and  grandchildren. 

Activities  outside  the  home  had  to  be  restricted  to  volunteer 
work  which  I chose  to  reflect  my  interest  in  education  and 
people.  Cleveland  Vassar  Club  scholarship  fund  raising,  As- 
sociated Charities,  PTA,  Garden  Club,  church  work.  Hobbies 
were:  figure  skating,  skiing,  golf,  tennis,  swimming,  dancing  of 
all  kinds,  reading.  Now,  of  course,  I do  less  of  the  former  and 
more  of  the  latter. 

Seven  years  ago  our  last  child  was  married  and  left  home.  I 
planned  to  take  some  courses  in  literature  and  psychology;  we 
hoped  to  travel  extensively.  Before  those  plans  materialized  our 


137 


oldest  son  was  divorced  and  came  to  live  with  us  with  his  three 
children:  two  girls  then  aged  eleven  and  twelve  and  a boy  of 
eight.  So  we  were  in  business  again,  and  it  has  been  fun  and 
rewarding.  We  now  have  ten  grandchildren  in  all. 

Over  the  past  few  years  it  has  been  my  pleasure  to  see  Betty 
Davenport  Sheldon,  Harriet  Grier  Donworth,  Marion  Harris 
Bankson  and  Helen  Folwell  Rasmussen. 

Mariel  THRESHER  Cammann 

Mrs.  Oswald  Cammann 
Martin’s  Pond  Road 
Groton,  Massachusetts 

Married  soon  after  college,  my  Mechanical  Engineer  husband 
and  I moved  around  before  settling  in  West  Newton,  Massa- 
chusetts where  our  daughter,  Joan,  was  born.  I had  had  a brief 
secretarial  course  and  a few  jobs.  In  1931,  we  bought  a house  in 
Weston,  Massachusetts,  participating  in  local  affairs,  schools, 
Scouting  and  Day  Camp  Directing. 

Rich  satisfaction  came  in  joining  the  Cambridge  Bach  Cantata 
Club,  leading  to  concerts  with  the  Boston  Symphony  and  else- 
where under  Mile.  Nadia  Boulanger,  and  a music  analysis  course 
with  her;  stimulating  --  coupled  with  piano  lessons  at  home. 
Later  I sang  in  local  choruses.  There  were,  also,  ten  years  of 
library  committee  work  in  Boston. 

Finding  secretarial  work  a passport  to  many  places,  I took 
a refresher  course  after  our  daughter  left  for  college,  and  I had 
jobs  in  two  schools,  five  years’  work  in  a hospital,  and  eight 
years  as  a Department  Secretary  at  Wellesley  College;  especially 
rewarding  in  friends  and  participation  in  campus  affairs. 

Our  recreation  has  been  symphony  concerts,  summer  sports, 
skiing  and  living  aboard  sailboats,  with  brief  bicycling  vacations 
on  Nantucket  where  we  came  to  know  some  of  the  dwellers 
behind  those  classical  facades.  Finally  coming  ashore,  we  took 
up  camping  in  Nova  Scotia,  the  Gaspe,  Skyline  Drive  and  the 
Berkshires. 

After  thirty  years  in  Weston,  we  have  built  a hilltop  retirement 
house  in  Groton,  Massachusetts,  although  my  husband  still 
works  at  M.I.T.  where  he  has  been  for  years.  We  are  very  much 
in  the  country  and  enjoy  the  wild  life  and  gardening,  and  have 
enjoyed  making  new  friends.  A tractor  makes  possible  snow 
ploughing  and  moving  trees  on  our  land.  Fortunately,  we  have 
our  daughter’s  family  nearby  in  Marblehead,  so  our  three  small 
granddaughters  can  visit  us  frequently. 

1923,  come  climb  our  hill! 
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Frances  TITSWORTH  Ashmore 

Mrs.  Sidney  B.  Ashmore 
206  Ocean  Avenue 
Woodmere,  New  York 

Woe  to  me  that  I was  lucky  enough  to  be  President  of  Phil  at 
college  for  this  gave  me  the  idea  that  after  college,  the  theater 
was  the  career  for  me.  Two  years  of  the  American  Laboratory 
Theater  and  a summer  of  one  night  stands  with  the  Jitney  Players 
finally  persuaded  me  that  it  took  great  dedication,  plus  talent,  to 
be  happy  in  the  theater  - much  less  a success.  Parlor  charades 
was  more  my  dish  of  tea  than  Broadway. 

So,  somewhat  to  my  surprise,  I landed  myself  without  too 
much  thought,  a job  with  R.H.  Macy,  thus  trapping  myself  in  a 
Cloak  and  Suit  career  for  the  rest  of  my  thirty-five  - yes,  35  - 
working  years.  This  career  included  two  stints  at  Macy’s,  running 
a suburban  store  for  Sak’s  Fifth  Ave.  and  finally  a buyer  for 
Lord  and  Taylor.  I did  take  time  out  to  marry  a wonderful  guy 
and  have  an  altogether  satisfactory  son. 

When  the  war  came,  I was  persuaded  not  to  become  Rosie 
the  Riveter,  but  to  lend  my  "vast  experience  and  retail 
knowledge”!  to  the  Government’s  fight  on  inflation.  So  I joined 
the  O.P.A.,  a somewhat  harrowing  and  frustrating  experience. 
After  this  I joined  American  Euka  Corporation  as  Advertising 
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Director,  and  from  there  to  Retail  Editor  of  Mademoiselle  Maga- 
zine: I finally  retired  in  I960  because  of  my  husband’s  health. 
After  his  death  in  July  of  that  year,  I did  not  go  back  to  work, 
but  remained  a "lady  of  leisure”.  My  son,  in  the  meantime,  had 
married  a girl  we  all  adored,  and  has  presented  me  with  three 
enchanting  grandsons,  now  aged  two,  four  and  five.  Unfortunately 
for  me,  they  live  in  Winnetka,  Illinois,  so  part  of  my  time  is 
spent  traveling  out  to  see  them. 

Otherwise  I busy  myself  with  Garden,  Golf  and  Good  Works. 
My  son  and  I won  the  two  generation  golf  tournament  at  our  Club 
this  summer.  So,  there  is  life  in  the  old  girl  yet! 

I have  had  two  fascinating  trips  - one  to  Europe  and  one  to 
Mexico,  and  am  planning  a third  this  fall.  So  many  places  I want 
to  go  and  see,  I’m  off  at  the  drop  of  a hat  with  anyone  - any 
place. 

Helen  TREADWELL  33  West  67th  Street 

New  York,  New  York 

Ex  - very.  I’ve  never  answered  before  because  I felt  I really 
didn’t  belong. 

I am  now  President  of  the  National  Society  of  Mural  Painters, 
which  is  my  profession,  First  Vice-President  of  the  Architectural 
League  of  New  York  (for  Mural  Painting),  Secretary  of  the  United 
States  Committee  of  the  International  Association  of  Art,  the 
largest  affiliate  member  of  UNESCO  and  of  the  International 
Union  of  Architects,  a sister  member  in  UNESCO. 

At  the  moment  I am  very  involved  in  selecting  Art  Work  for 
the  World’s  Fair  1964  - 1965  for  the  Pavilion  of  Fine  Arts  opening 
June  15th  - Contemporary  USA.  Also  for  the  United  States  Com- 
mittee of  the  Association  Internationale  des  Arts  Plastiques. 
I’ve  twice  been  a delegate  from  the  United  States  - Dubrovnik, 
Yugo-slavia  in  1957  - an  experience  transcending  description! 
Have  color  slides  - will  show!! 

Vienna  in  I960  and  then  we,  USA  Commission,  by  popular 
demand,  held  the  latest  one  here  in  New  York.  I organized  the 
portion  "theme  of  the  Congress”  "Art  in  the  Architectural 
Concept”,  four  discussions  on  the  theme  between  artists  and 
architects  of  international  repute. 

Eleanor  TROUT  Blake  Mrs.  Fred  Blake 

Winney  Hill  Road 
Oneonta,  New  York 

In  between  several  years  of  working  in  the  New  York  Public 
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Library,  I graduated  from  Adelphi  College  and  McGill  University 
Library  School. 

For  seventeen  years,  I was  busy  raising  a family  of  three 
girls  who  are  now  raising  their  own  families  giving  me  five 
grandchildren. 

After  that  I went  back  to  New  York  to  the  Public  Library  for 
another  seven  years.  I retired  in  January  1962  which  entitles  me 
to  live  in  our  "Retirement  Home”  near  Oneonta,  New  York. 

Eleanor  VALLAND1GHAM  Salter 

Mrs.  William  T.  Salter 
178  Cold  Spring  Street 
New  Haven,  Connecticut 

Those  roads!  Some  of  them  were  boggy;  plenty  of  red  herrings 
crossing  others;  a few  superb  super-highways,  but  mainly  the 
well-surfaced  ones  with  here  and  there  a frost-heave. 

June  1923  saw  me  on  no  one-way  route  leading  onwards  and 
upwards  forever.  Instead  I found  myself  in  a vast  field,  the  tall 
grasses  of  four  years  at  college  blown  by  an  aimless  wind,  but 
pied  with  staunch  friendships.  No  degree  even,  as  in  the  second 
semester  of  senior  year  I had  been  obliged  to  drop  a course. 
Thus  I became  part  of  the  audience  that  watched  the  rest  of  you 
march  up  the  chapel  aisle  to  receive  those  white  rolls  tied  with 
rose  and  gray  ribbons. 

That  summer  passed  quickly  enough  and  the  first  road  led 
me  to  Europe  with  my  parents.  A year  of  slow  travel  left  me 
still  with  an  undetermined  "life-work”.  One  thought  I had.  I saw 
my  parents  off  for  home  and  took  a second  road  back  to  Paris 
hoping  that  courses  at  the  Sorbonne  would  be  accepted  by  Vassar 
as  an  equivalent  of  the  work  I had  missed  in  senior  year.  This 
hope  was  unfulfilled.  The  college  wanted  me  to  take  further 
exams;  they  didn’t  quite  trust  the  Sorbonne.  As  by  then  it  was 
six  months  since  I had  done  the  work,  it  seemed  simpler  to  take 
a course  at  Harvard  Summer  School  which  was  acceptable  to 
Vassar.  Thus  finally  in  1926  I received  my  B.A. 

After  a dead-end  street  or  two,  the  next  hard  surface  led  me 
back  to  Paris  for  more  study  at  the  Sorbonne  and  preparation  to 
teach  French.  Teaching,  interspersed  with  further  travel  through- 
out Europe  and  around  the  world,  brought  me  delightfully  up  to 
1935  when  I met  and  married  Bill  Salter,  at  that  time  Assistant 
Professor  of  Medicine  at  Harvard  Medical  School. 

There  followed  three  children  and  a move  to  New  Haven 
(tough  on  a Harvard  man)  where  Bill  became  Professor  of  Pharma- 
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cology,  and  some  fifteen  years  in  which  I learned  something  of 
the  care  and  preservation  of  scientists.  (I’m  a specialist  on  the 
subject.)  But  I was  not  wise  enough  at  the  time  to  preserve  my 
husband  beyond  1952.  His  death  left  me  with  three  teen-age 
daughters  and  a narrow  budget.  Thank  God  for  Social  Security 
which  two  years  before  was  extended  to  cover  the  teaching 
profession.  Also  I was  lucky  to  get  back  into  teaching,  where  I 
remain  today. 

A few  years  ago  when  Betty  and  Tertius  van  Dyke  built 
their  delightful  house  (apply  to  me  for  the  name  of  a fine  archi- 
tect), I spied  on  the  property  contiguous  to  theirs,  a tiny  house. 
This  I pronounced  would  be  the  spot  to  which  I would  eventually 
retire.  A year  ago  Betty  bought  and  renovated  the  house  (en- 
lightened self-interest.  ECvD)  - same  architect.  It  lies  just 
above  hers,  so  located  that  access  to  it  can  only  be  through  her 
property. 

The  present  plan  is  for  me  to  move  into  it  come  1965,  and 
here,  within  whispering  distance  of  each  other,  Betty  and  I will 
mingle  our  declining  years  in  cheerful  in-  and  inter-dependence. 
Who  knows  what  coup  we  may  bring  off!  Come  see  us.  Address: 
Washington,  Connecticut. 

Helen  VOLTZ  Froehlich  Mrs.  Edmund  Froehlich 

284  Delta  Road 
Highland  Park,  Illinois 

I had  a brief  stint  of  book-selling  after  college,  and  a summer 
as  dramatic  counsellor.  In  1925  I married  a Canadian  geologist 
and  had  thirteen  absorbing  years  as  his  housekeeper,  secretary 
and  field  assistant,  spending  winters  in  Ottawa  and  Vancouver 
and  summers  living  in  tents  in  various  wild  parts  of  Canada. 
After  his  death  in  1938  and  my  father’s  early  in  1939,.  I moved 
to  California  with  my  mother;  in  1940  I married  my  father’s 
lawyer,  a long-time  family  friend,  and  returned  to  Chicago.  We 
built  a house  in  Highland  Park,  and  the  usual  suburban  activities 
followed;  gardening,  picnics,  board  member  of  the  YWCA,  Music 
Club,  Art  Institute  Associates,  etc.  I studied  piano,  voice  and 
guitar;  brushed  up  on  French  and  German  for  lieder-singing  and 
foreign  travel,  and  took  up  photography.  Nieces  and  nephews 
and  a couple  of  Canadian  god-children  have  kept  me  somewhat 
in  touch  with  the  younger  generation. 

All  this  time  I’ve  kept  on  writing:  plays  and  radio  scripts 
in  collaboration;  articles,  novels,  and  short  stories  on  my  own. 
One  play  was  produced  by  a Chicago  Little  Theatre  group,  and 
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three  radio  plays  on  national  networks.  The  top  women’s  maga- 
zines of  Canada  and  the  Scandinavian  countries  buy  my  stories, 
but  only  lesser  markets  in  the  United  States.  I have  a short 
novel  out  with  an  agent  at  present.  I can  recommend  writing  as 
a relatively  inexpensive  avocation  which  fits  into  the  nooks  and 
crannies  of  domestic  life.  It  also  serves  as  stimulus  toward  that 
continuing  process  of  education  Vassar  is  supposed  to  prepare 
us  for,  and,  while  it  has  its  own  frustrations,  they  are  not  the 
"bored  housewife”  variety. 

Bernice  WALKLEY  Porter  Mrs.  Rutger  B.  Porter 

2150  North  Alvernon  Way 
Tucson,  Arizona 

Well  over  thirty  of  the  intervening  years 

In  Arizona  spent  (since  marriage),  make  us'pioneers’ ! 

Husband  was  easterner  but  turned  also  west, 

Developed  landscape  nursery  where,  be  it  confessed, 

A Bot’ny  Minor  did  not  go  to  waste.  Beside  the  plants,  forthwith, 


Well  over  thirty  of  the  intervening  years 

In  Arizona  spent  (since  marriage),  make  us  'pioneers’! 

Husband  was  easterner  but  turned  also  west, 

Developed  landscape  nursery  where,  be  it  confessed, 

A Bot’ny  Minor  did  not  go  to  waste.  Beside  the  plants,  forthwith, 
Were  raised  three  daughters  - (one  for  Vassar,  two  for  Smith). 
By  each  of  them  well-chosen,  we  have  gained  a son, 

And  now  another  generation  has  begun 

With  three  beguiling  girls,  two  boys  with  burgeoning  muscles  - 
All  scattered  ’twixt  Tucson  and  Hartford  (West),  and  Brussels. 

Jobs  were  the  type  most  likely  for  female  - 
Both  secretarial:  one  with  Press  of  Yale, 

Then  with  professor,  while  an  open  throttle 
Was  given  to  reading  for  a course  with  Pottle. 

For  this  and  later  study,  no  degree  was  gained  except  degree 
Of  better  understanding  lines  in  color  and  in  language  - so 
much  yet  to  be! 

Journeys  most  memorable:  the  West,  especially  Arizona  we’ve 
explored; 

Roadways  across  the  land,  by  different  routes  and  seasons, 
never  bored; 
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Europe  with  friends,  with  relatives,  with  spouse,  with  all  of  us 
Except  one  son-in-law-to-be,  grace  a el  fuerte,  meraviglioso 
Microbus. 

To  Mexico  - next  door,  yet  ages  distant,  far  in  fabulous  ways, 
Whose  history  has  touched  ours  since  Coronado’s  days. 

These  wanderings  have  been  fun,  the  while  our  base 
Has  been,  since  ’31,  the  same  old  place 
With  added  rooms  and  gardens,  yet  with  little  change 
In  view  of  nearby  mountains  - pine-topped  desert  range. 
Although  the  town  about  us  mushrooms  high  and  wide 
(Not  altogether  handsome),  here  we  shall  abide. 

Of  local  interests:  Parenthood  that’s  Planned;  Leagues  Junior, 
Women  Votier; 

Now  Hospital  Auxiliary  till  I’m  plainly  dotier; 

While  husband  since  retirement  has  been  free 

To  serve  on  Medical  Center  Board  and  Tucson  Symphony. 

L’envoi - 


Thus,  by  the  facts,  a middle  roadway  shows; 

The  hills  and  valleys  only  the  traveler  knows. 

(Note:  Bernice’s  husband  died  in  October  ’64  after  this  was 
written.  ECvD.) 


Lucille  WALLACE  Curzon  Mrs.  Clifford  Curzon 

The  White  House 
Millfield  Place 
Highgate  N.6. 

London,  England 

I find  it  quite  impossible  to  write  anything  at  all  breezy  or 
amusing  about  self  or  family  - I find  "cracking  up”  husband  or 
children  hardly  even  one  step  removed  from  doing  the  same  for 
oneself  - nor  have  I done  any  of  the  officially  recognized  things 
since  college  - neither  social  work,  political  work  nor  any  of  the 
various  things  that  are  thought  to  benefit  humanity  on  a large 
scale;  I have  never  belonged  to  any  Women’s  Committee  on 
anything  whatever,  which  I suppose  is  as  antediluvian  as  never 
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having  been  in  an  aeroplane  because  I prefer  trains  and  boats  - a 
taste  fortunately  shared  by  my  husband.  As  for  whar  I have  done 
since  1923  .... 

After  a year  at  the  University  of  Vienna  and  a second  one  in 
Paris,  more  or  less  at  the  Sorbonne,  (1924  - ’25)  I went  back  to 
my  first  love  which  had  been  music,  even  before  I went  to  Vassar. 
While  studying  with  Arthur  Schnabel  in  Berlin,  I met  Clifford 
Curzon  and  we  were  later  married  in  the  Hotel  de  Ville  in  Paris, 
where  we  were  instructed  to  sign  in  the  "divorce  book”  as  the 
"Marriage  book”  was  full!  I’m  happy  to  say,  we  haven’t  yet  felt 
any  damaging  effect  of  this  unusual  proceeding.  I then  studied 
six  years  with  Wanda  Landowska  and  became  a professional 
harpsichordist,  with  concerts  in  most  countries  of  Europe  and  a 
great  deal  of  broadcasting,  lecture-recitals  etc.  Meanwhile  my 
husband  was  becoming  the  international  concert  artist  he  now 
is,  and  as  his  career  grew  and  became  more  widespread,  I decided 
to  give  up  my  own  professional  work  in  order  to  be  able  to  travel 
with  him,  and  when  not  travelling,  to  be  at  home,  for  we  had  by 
this  time  (1954)  adopted  two  little  boys,  brothers,  the  sons  of  a 
greatly  beloved  Russian  opera  singer,  Maria  Cebotari,  and  her 
husband,  an  Austrian  artist,  who  had  both  died  tragically  within 
a year  of  each  other.  Peter,  the  elder  brother,  finished  Cam- 
bridge last  year  and  is  at  the  moment  climbing  in  Nepal,  on  his 
way  to  most  of  the  rest  of  Asia  in  a Land  Rover;  the  younger  one 
finishes  at  Repton  this  year  and  hopes  he  is  on  his  way  to 
University! 

We  have  lived  in  this  house  since  1941,  when  we  decided  we 
had  permanently  lost  our  home  on  the  Attersee  in  Austria  to  the 
S.S.  (Herr  Himmler  had  chosen  it  for  his  country  house)  and 
should  find  something  in  England  to  take  its  place  - then,  to  our 
amazement,  at  the  end  of  the  war  the  Austrian  house  was  returned, 
very  much  the  worse  for  all  that  had  gone  on  there,  but  at  least 
it  was  ours  again  and  now  we  divide  our  time  between  London 
and  Austria,  where  it  has  always  been  a joy  to  welcome  old 
Vassar  friends:  in  the  early  years,  the  MacCracken  family  and 
Miss  Thompson  (C.  Mildred),  Danny  Howard,  Aileen  Webster 
Payne,  Emma  McDonald  Dawson,  Beatrice  Bishop  Berle;  and 
here  in  London  many  others  - two  who  are  now  so  sadly  missed, 
Addie  Kent  Howard  and  Adelaide  Hooker  Marquand;  and  others 
whom  I see  frequently  in  America:  Nell  Engelhard  Cooley,  Helen 
Garrison  Dunham,  Jocelyn  McDonough  Wagner,  Harriet  Cox 
Collis,  Frances  Coonley  Underwood,  Helen  Hurd  Brown. 

As  the  boys  have  grown  up  and  left  me  more  free  time, 
travelling  has  become  more  strenuous,  as  my  husband’s  tours 
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take  him  to  Germany,  Italy,  Austria,  Sweden,  Israel,  Greece, 
America,  and  now,  for  the  first  time,  Russia  in  October.  The 
lives  of  concert  artists  have  become  increasingly  more  ex- 
hausting with  the  growth,  not  only  of  mechanical  reproduction, 
but  all  the  summer  festivals,  so  that,  when  the  normal  concert 
season  is  finished,  there  is  then  recording  with  the  Vienna 
Philharmonic,  or  playing  at  the  Edinburgh  or  the  Salzburg  Festi- 
vals, or  television.  Holidays,  now,  have  to  be  improvised  at 
short  notice,  and  seldom  any  two  years  at  the  same  time,  though 
we  try  to  keep  time  free  in  Austria  in  the  summer,  or  have  an 
occasional  quiet  week  in  the  middle  of  the  season  in  a little 
stone  cottage  we  restored  on  the  edge  of  the  Lake  district, 
which  is  almost  as  good  as  going  abroad. 

Elizabeth  WANTY  Campion  Mrs.  Stephen  M.  Campion 

219  Kingsley  Avenue 
Staten  Island,  14,  New  York 

My  husband  is  the  Vice  President  of  a textile  company  and 
my  two  children  are  Betty  Campion  (Mrs.  Tom  Stevens)  a graduate 
of  Barnard  and  Joan  a graduate  of  Wagner  College  who  is  now 
working  for  the  New  York  World’s  Fair. 

My  three  grandchildren,  aged  six,  eight  and  nine,  are  inter- 
ested in  skating,  swimming  and  skiing  and  the  Museum  of  Natural 
History  in  New  York  and  the  Empire  State  Building.  They  like  to 
play  the  piano  but  are  never  made  to  practice  as  I was! 

As  for  my  hobbies,  having  taken  Art,  I enjoy  the  shows  in 
New  York  and  draw  for  my  own  amusement.  I also  take  photo- 
graphs, among  them  pictures  of  old  houses.  One  of  an  old  house 
on  the  beach  here  on  Staten  Island  looks  like  a Van  Gogh  south 
of  France;  another  looks  like  an  illustration  for  a Faulkner 
novel;  another  resembles  a house  on  the  moors  in  England.  I 
also  took  a photograph  of  my  grandfather  which  looks  like  a 
George  Bellows.  Portofino,  Italy,  is  here  also. 

Marion  WARMINGTON  Kling  Mrs.  John  D.  Kling 

2736  Claythorne  Road 
Cleveland  22,  Ohio 

Your  post-card  reminder  of  the  ’23  book  has  followed  me  to 
Naples,  Florida,  where  my  husband  and  I have  spent  a few 
weeks  each  year  since  1953-  This  time  we  also  enjoyed  sailing 
with  friends  in  the  Bahamas.  An  occasional  trip  to  Europe  has 
left  us  with  lovely  memories  - and  not  very  good  snapshots.  Our 
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summers  are  spent  on  our  island  in  Lake  T 
where  our  children  and  grandchildren  he  Te“,a*aml>  Ontario, 
woodsy  - canoe  trips  and  a real  camp  n rUgged  and 

have  succumbed  to  a gas  refrigerator  * T™7  plumblng.  but  I 
have  an  old-fashioned  ice  house  with  h d althouSh  we 

lake  during  the  winter.  Canoes  and  n r if6  X*  CUt  °Ut  of  the 
contact  with  the  civilized  world  We  all  lov^  Sr  ^ pr°vide  our 
from  my  early  days  when  the  colt  But  U’s  a far  cry 

had  no  smell  or  taste  to  my  jaded  c^pX" 

■“  up  ,h. 

;p,  tSSr  Ms  'r"M  ■« 

married  daughter  lives  in  Cleveland  and*3^”3’  Va’’  °Ur  °ther 
married,  lives  at  home  and  is  in  h k T X^ngest  son,  un- 

as  he  has  left  a teller’s  window  for  f • CM  n0W  sit  d°wn 

. h our  wandering  weX  P°St!) 

Rice,  Mannie  Manson  Tibbott  Fr^  yrV1SltS  Wlth  Mary  Gage 
Marian  Harris  Bankson.  ’ C°mpton  Clarkson,  and 


Olive  WATKINS  Smith 


Mrs.  George  Smith 
65  Upland  Road 
Brookline  46 
Massachusetts 


^-rfawr  no,  rr  - u“  ~ ^ 

(aged  18-  21,  weight  170  - 77,'  7 /°r  one'  At  that  time 

woman’s  place  was  in  the  home  thafTw  d 1 ^ deCided  that 
Who  called  me  "little  girl”  an’d  ha  1 U marry  the  first  man 
age  29,  weight  1 50  pounds  h ' 6 M east  ten  children.  At 
chemistry  and  a job  in  medical  rlslrchU 7 1,  “ ?'D'  “ bio' 
boss,  gave  up  those  ideas  and  m ■ j l •’  1 In  love  with  my 
for  granted  that  I would  join  hi  arned.hlm’  a doctor  who  took  it 
and  research,  and  wh  p^dly Xf  ^ med-ne 

"“'1  “ r»«4  A t:  ” u *ho 

George  and  I have  been  collnh  ° ege' 

products:  a)  two  children  (not  ten  ever  sMce.  The 

daughter,  a son-in-law  and  four  grand  n 3 WonderfuI  son  and 
are  inordinately  proud)-  b)  a gL  d °f  311  °f  whom  we 

«o»o, >.  ,ii  i^z;  ®;f"  b«k  .,It,,bi„ 

b,«.  old  kouo,  snd  Uxed  ,,J  . (7  <*'  b»“jb,  * 

" various  medical  and  sciXfc  • and  d)  1. 50  odd  papers 

known  as  Smith  and  Smith)  He  is  thXc  ^ are  comm°nly 

He  is  the  professor  of  gynecology 
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and  I am  an  assistant  professor  of  biochemistry  at  the  Harvard 
Medical  School  (where  I also  served  for  three  years  on  the 
Admissions  Committee,  an  interesting  experience).  Since  1945, 
at  the  Free  Hospital  for  Women  (the  gynecological  teaching 
hospital  for  H.M.S.  where  we  have  both  worked  all  these  years), 
he  has  been  Surgeon-in-Chief  and  I have  taken  over  the  research 
laboratory.  In  recognition  of  my  efforts,  I have  received  an 
honorary  ScD  from  Smith  College  and  was  awarded  Radcliffe’s 
Medal  of  Honor. 

We  have  both  worked  hard  and  still  do.  For  fun,  besides  our 
work,  we  putter  around  our  house  or  garden  in  old  clothes,  see 
our  friends  of  similar  simple  tastes,  and  cruise  along  the  Maine 
Coast,  for  a week  or  two  every  summer,  in  a chartered  sail  boat. 
As  long  as  our  children  were  available  they  went  with  us,  some- 
times with  friends,  the  size  of  the  craft  depending  upon  the  size 
of  the  crew.  A couple  of  years  ago,  we  were  in  great  luck.  Maggie 
Lyons  Hynson  and  her  husband  Due,  both  expert  sailors,  joined 
us  for  ten  magnificent  days  during  which  we  introduced  them  to 
those  delightful  little  islands  and  harbors  east  of  Pemaquid 
Point  and  west  of  Petit  Manan. 

Before  long,  we  will  have  to  retire  from  our  official  jobs,  but 
can  hardly  picture  ourselves  retiring  from  our  way  of  life.  George 
will  take  care  of  sick  women  and  inspire  young  doctors  as  long 
as  he  lives,  I am  sure.  And  I shall  probably  continue  with  my 
"experimenting”,  both  in  our  home,  which  we  love  and  in  the 
laboratory,  which  is  sort  of  a disease.  In  any  event,  at  age  62, 
weight  140  pounds,  I am  thankful  that  no  man  ever  called  me 
"little  girl”. 

Virginia  WEATHERLY  Hattemer 

Mrs.  Val  Hattemer 
341  Reeder  Street 
Easton,  Pennsylvania 

I have  been  a widow  for  five  and  a half  years.  I still  live  in 
the  home  Val  and  I had  lived  in  for  twenty  years. 

Val,  my  eldest  son,  lives  in  Fairborn,  Ohio.  He  and  his  wife 
Gayfe  have  four  lovely  children.  Robert,  my  younger  son,  lives 
in  Pittsburgh.  Robert,  I see  quite  often;  Val  only  occasionally. 

For  years  I was  very  active  in  A.A.U.W.  especially  the 
International  Relations  Group.  I resigned  several  years  ago. 

At  present  I am  active  in  our  church  groups  and  "Penelope” 
which  is  a "Book  Review  Group”. 

My  mother  is  eighty-nine  years  old  and  lives  in  her  own 
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apartment,  in  New  Rochelle.  She  does  not  go  outside  her  apart- 
ment, but  is  vitally  interested  in  everything  going  on  in  the 
world.  She  reads  her  New  York  Times  avidly  every  morning.  I 
visit  her  for  a weekend  every  two  weeks  when  her  companion 
takes  a few  days  off. 

Aileen  WEBSTER  Payne  Mrs.  Edward  D.  Payne 

Stone’s  Throw 
53  Rowayton  Avenue 
Rowayton,  Connecticut 

After  graduation,  I studied  drawing  and  painting  in  Vienna, 
Paris,  London  and  New  York.  I also  traveled  quite  a bit  in  the 
U.S.A.  and  Europe.  I worked  in  New  York  at  the  Brooklyn  Museum 
on  a Visual  Education  project,  doing  pen  and  ink  drawings  - a 
project  sponsored  by  the  Carnegie  Corporation.  Then  I did 
commercial  art  work  - regular  jobs  and  free  lance  too. 

Last  year  I saw  one  of  my  favorite  professors  after  a long, 
long  interval.  She  asked  me  about  my  art  work  and  when  I said 
I had  given  it  up  - (was  never  very  good  at  it),  I sensed  at  once 
that,  then  and  there,  she  had  lost  interest  in  me,  and  soon  it 
was  time  to  leave!  Well,  that  was  most  educational.  She  had 
expected  great  things  of  me  and  was  disappointed.  If  I had  stuck 
to  her  subject  - physics  - maybe  I could  have  been  worthy  of  her 
expectations.  She  was  the  first  person  to  tell  me  I could  get  an 
A (in  a hard  subject)  and  I did.  I hope  to  see  her  again  and  have 
a good  laugh  about  my  inadequacies  (in  her  opinion). 

In  1941  I married  Edward  D.  Payne  and  became  a Navy  wife, 
in  Washington,  D.C.  Helped  to  organize  thrity-five  victory 
gardens  and  won  several  first  and  second  prizes  for  superlative 
vegetables  at  a D.C.  Victory  Garden  contest  - no  fault  of  my 
own;  they  just  grew.  I took  part  in  other  wartime  activities 
including  helping  to  teach  children  to  garden  at  one  of  the 
public  schools. 

In  1946  we  moved  to  Rowayton  and  I became  a Connecticut 
housewife.  My  husband’s  son,  Howard,  aged  twelve,  then  came 
to  live  with  us  - and  he  taught  me  how  to  be  an  active  step- 
mother. 

Just  now,  babies  galore  have  arrived  at  the  rate  of  one  a 
month  - Howard’s  son  in  January,  little  brother  of  a daughter;  in 
December  a niece’s  daughter  in  Nevada  and  in  November  another 
niece’s  daughter  in  Maine. 

I made  my  first  trip  west  in  thirty-five  years  last  winter,  via 
Florida  including  Arizona,  Nevada,  California,  and  New  Orleans. 
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My  enthusiasm  for  those  parts  of  the  U.S.A.  is  greater  than  ever, 
and  prompted  my  geology  professor  at  Vassar  to  say  that  I was 
born  in  the  wrong  part  of  the  U.S.A.  I don’t  agree,  as  I like  the 
East  very  much,  but  the  West  has  so  much  to  offer  that  the  East 
doesn’t  - and  vice-versa.  In  Tucson  I saw  a friend  f hadn’t  seen 
in  over  thirty-five  years  who  said  that  Ed  had  done  me  a lot  of 
good.  I never  dared  to  ask  in  what  way  - but  I was  all  for  it. 

In  Rowayton  while  my  husband  is  very  active  in  the  Yacht- 
brokerage  business,  I have  taken  part  in  a modest  way  in  some 
community  activities  and  we  lead  a thoroughly  occupied  and 
busy  life  which  I enjoy  more  and  more  as  the  years  go  by. 

I still  go  to  Woodstock,  New  York,  to  see  my  brother  and  his 
family  and  where  I also  cope  with  landlord  tasks  as  well  as 
enjoy  the  friendly  Catskill  Mountains.  En  route  there  I stop 
frequently  at  the  Vassar  Cooperative  Bookshop  and  am  repeatedly 
impressed  by  their  attractive  arrangements  and  efficient  service - 
and  Manny  Bacon  is  very  much  on  the  job.  I always  come  away 
with  fascinating  books  - which  reminds  me  of  what  on  old  friend 
said  recently,  "Why,  Aileen,  I thought  you  only  read  horse 
books!”  Fortunately,  we  change. 

A very  attractive  couple  moved  next  door.  We  enjoyed  them 
and  their  children  ever  so  much.  Six  months  later  the  Fairfield 
County  Vassar  Club  Directory  arrived  and  only  then  did  we  each 
discover  that  we  had  the  same  Alma  Mater.  Was  it  modesty  that 
did  not  reveal  this  fact  earlier?  No,  I think  it  is  rather  that  what 
Vassar  gives  is  amalgamated  in  one’s  general  make-up  - working 
silently  all  the  time;  making  the  meetings  with  people  congenial, 
so  that  subjects  can  be  discussed  impersonally,  open-mindedly, 
receptively  and  humorously,  usually  with  eagerness  to  learn  and 
probe  the  unknown. 

I wonder  how  much  the  years  at  Vassar  had  to  do  with  my 
feeling  of  zest  for  life,  after  forty  years  away  from  the  place?  Is 
there  an  implication  of  remote  control?  I dare  say;  a subtle 
influence  in  any  case. 


Mary  WEBSTER  714  South  Broadway 

Leavenworth,  Kansas 

When  I left  Vassar  at  Christmas  of  my  first  year,  it  was  to 
seek  the  advice  of  Dr.  Grile,  authority  on  thyroid  diseases.  I 
was  put  on  a six-months  rest  cure. 

Since  then  my  life  has  been,  like  all  Gaul,  divided  into  three 
parts,  geographically  and  otherwise.  California,  Kansas,  New 
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York  City;  a search  for  health,  a believing  passion  for  all  of  the 
arts  and  the  necessity  to  meet  an  overshadowing  family  crisis. 

I spent  most  of  the  1920’s  in  Hollywood.  It  was  a sophisti- 
cated village.  The  infant  movie  industry  would  be  slightly  less 
earth-shaking  than  the  atom  bomb,  its  beginnings  were  electric 
with  discovery  and  high-powered  personalities.  I learned  that  I 
was  an  artist.  To  be  an  artist,  you  did  not  have  to  paint  a picture 
or  play  the  piano. 

In  the  ’30’s  I returned  to  Leavenworth,  Kansas.  "Regionalism 
in  the  Arts”  was  the  high  cry.  I enlisted  in  the  ranks,  and  for  a 
number  of  years,  I edited  one  of  the  countless  little  magazines 
springing  up  across  the  land.  But,  before  long,  I began  going  to 
New  York  City  for  the  winter.  There  ensued  a love-affair  with 
that  greatest  and  most  fascinating  modern  city.  Against  the 
back-drop  of  the  proven  best  in  every  art  form,  each  season  the 
fresh,  bizarre,  surprising;  and  the  whole  stimulating,  absorbing. 
New  York  can  become  a way  of  life.  It  did,  for  me. 

With  the  death  of  both  my  parents,  I was  compelled  to  place 
my  only  sister  in  a mental  institution.  For  the  past  fifteen  years 
I have  held  to  the  closest  possible  association  with  all  problems 
having  to  do  with  mental  illness.  My  sister  was  located  in 
Topeka,  Kansas,  famed  psychiatric  center.  Through  the  vast 
changes  in  attitude  and  approach,  experimental  treatment  and 
wonder  drugs,  an  actual  revolution  has  been  accomplished  in  this 
important  new  frontier. 

My  sister  is  home  with  me  today,  improved  but  not  restored. 
We  live  quietly  in  the  Victorian  homestead  our  grandfather 
built,  set  in  seven  acres  with  flowers  and  fruit  trees,  pets, 
stereophonic  music.  (And  for  me  that  weekly  token  in  the  mail, 
as  a reminder  - the  Sunday  edition  of  the  New  York  Times.) 

What  my  days  now  lack  in  diversity,  I hope  they  may  have 
gained  in  depth. 

Margaret  A.  WELLS  568  West  Main  Street 

North  Adams 
Massachusetts 

"Roads  traveled  thus  far”  - shall  I say  it  is  reminiscent  of 
a Freshman  theme:  "Why  did  I go  to  college”? 

It  differs  from  the  rest  of  1923  in  that  I did  not  graduate 
from  Vassar.  I graduated  from  Connecticut  College,  New  London, 
Connecticut  in  the  class  of  1924.  Of  course  I planned  to  graduate 
from  V.C.  with  ’23,  but  didn’t.  Vassar’s  influence  began  with  my 
older  sister,  Katherine  Z.  Wells  Whipple  in  the  class  of  1915, 
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this  year  celebrating  their  fiftieth.  Again,  Vassar’s  influence 
in  Miss  Katherine  Blunt,  a Vassar  graduate  and  President  of 
"Connecticut”  for  many  formative  years. 

As  for  roads  traveled,  I own  a "Saab”  car  but  have  not 
traveled  as  far  in  it  as  I intended  to.  I have  had  a library  position 
for  thirty  years  with  a retirement  which  leaves  me  free  to  travel. 
The  farthest  I have  traveled  is  by  air,  leaving  North  Adams  in 
the  morning  and  arriving  in  Hamilton,  Bermuda,  by  nine  that 
night.  I would  include  in  roads  traveled,  an  intellectual  curi- 
osity continuing  in  a new  world. 

Greetings  to  members  of  the  Class  of  1923. 


Margaret  WEYERHAEUSER  Driscoll 

Mrs.  Walter  B.  Driscoll 
196  Circle  Drive 
Santa  Fe,  New  Mexico 

I was  trying  to  decide  between  graduate  work  in  History  or 
Forestry  when  matrimony  intervened.  After  a year  in  St.  Paul,  my 
husband  and  I moved  to  Cloquet,  Minnesota,  where  we  had  two 
sons.  He  died  on  a South  American  Cruise  with  me  when  they 
were  eight  and  four. 

The  boys  and  I returned  to  St.  Paul  to  live,  and  I became  a 
"fur-bearing  Board  Member”  with  activities  ranging  from  Junior 
League  on  through  Community  Chest,  YWCA,  Neighborhood 
Houses,  Children’s  Services,  etc.  During  the  war,  I was  involved 
as  a Volunteer  in  Red  Cross  and  Civilian  Defense  work. 

Combined  interests  in  social  work  and  education  brought  me 
me  an  interest  in  school  social  work,  while  combined  interests 
in  religion  and  education  brought  me  an  interest  in  Presbyterian 
work  in  Colleges  and  Westminster  Foundations.  So  I have  served 
on  the  Board  of  Christian  Education  of  the  Presbyterian  Church, 
the  Board  of  the  National  Association  of  School  Social  Workers, 
the  General  Board  of  the  National  Council  of  Churches  of  Christ 
in  the  United  States.  More  locally,  I am  a Trustee  of  Macalester 
College  (St.  Paul)  and  McCormick  Seminary  (Chicago). 

Twelve  years  ago,  Louise  Clevenger  (retired  social  worker) 
and  I bought  a part-time  home  in  Pasadena,  California.  Last  year 
the  smog  and  traffic  became  too  much  for  us  and  we  have  now 
moved  to  an  old  adobe  house  in  Santa  Fe,  New  Mexico. 

Hobbies:  travel,  needle-point,  reading,  gardening,  grand- 

children. Perhaps  in  Santa  Fe  I can  carry  out  a long-time  dream 
and  learn  to  weave. 
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Jean  WHITE  Ault 


Mrs.  J ames  O.  Ault 
R.D.  No.  3 

Canandaigua,  New  York 


Schoolteacher  - care  of  elders  in  the  family  - late  marriage 
(our  grandchildren  bark!)  - farm  manager  (dairy  mostly,  and  more 
or  less  successful)  - Republican  stalwart  (state  committee  and 
director  F.W.R.C.  of  New  York  - usual  volunteer  services  (boards 
of  private  agencies  for  children  and  aged  plus  superintendent  of 
the  primary  department  of  Sunday  school  in  the  Congregational 
Church  for  over  twenty  years  and  still  am!)  - plus  side  roads  of 
gardening,  (peonies,  primarily)  bridge,  scrabble,  some  travel 
and  I hope  more  - and  now  senility????? 


Helen  WHITLOCK  York  Mrs.  Wilbur  York 

Montadale  Drive 
Princeton,  New  Jersey 

After  June,  1923,  I studied  singing  in  New  York  and  Braille 
at  home  in  Summit,  New  Jersey;  taught  briefly  in  a small  private 
school;  was  accompanist  for  the  Kent  Place  School  Glee  Club  for 
one  year;  and  in  1931  married  Wilbur  H.  York,  an  MD  practicing 
Student  Health  at  Cornell  University  in  Ithaca,  New  York.  Our 
children,  Jim  and  Anne,  were  born  there. 

In  1936  we  moved  to  Princeton,  New  Jersey,  where  for 
twenty-six  years  Webb  was  Director  of  Student  Health  Services 
at  the  University.  During  those  years,  I was  an  active  member  of 
the  Music  Study  Group;  the  Princeton  University  Concerts  Com- 
mittee; organized  a mixed  and  integrated  chorus  and  arranged  a 
musical  Easter  Service  for  the  First  Presbyterian  Church  for 
five  years;  was  Chairman  of  the  Princeton  Braillists,  teaching 
Braille  for  eight  years;  and  one  of  the  original  board  members 
organizing  the  Princeton  Branch  of  Recording  for  the  Blind.  My 
increasing  deafness  seemed  to  indicate  that  others  could  serve 
better  on  committees,  so,  of  recent  years,  I only  teach  and 
transcribe  Braille. 

In  1955  we  sponsored  a young  Japanese  girl,  Constance 
Ibara,  daughter  of  one  of  Webb’s  college  friends,  for  an  American 
college  education.  She  graduated  from  Randolph-Macon  Woman’s 
College  in  1959  and  married  an  American  boy  in  1961.  It  has 
been  a wonderful  experience  having  her  in  our  home  and  family, 
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and  she  will  be  living  near  us  when  she  returns  from  Japan 
where  she  and  her  husband  are  visiting  her  family. 

My  husband  retired  in  January,  1962  and  he,  our  daughter 
Anne  and  I took  a three  months  trip  by  car  from  Naples  through 
the  Dolomites  and  the  Alps  to  Southampton.  We  moved  to 
Charlottesville,  Virginia,  in  August  1962,  where  Webb  has  a 
part  time  job  in  the  Cardiac  Clinic  and  I continue  to  teach  and 
transcribe  Braille  and  work  for  the  Charlottesville  Branch  of 
Recording  for  the  Blind. 

We  plan  to  return  to  Princeton  in  June  of  1964,  if  the  house 
we  are  building  is  ready  for  us.  At  present  we  are  Foster  Parents 
of  two  young  Greek  boys  living  in  Salonika,  whom  we  hope  to 
meet  sometime  in  the  future.  Our  son,  Jim,  is  finishing  his 
training  in  Orthopedic  Surgery  in  Indianapolis.  He  is  married 
and  has  four  children  who  keep  my  knitting  needles  busy. 

Marion  W1LLC0X  Wills  Mrs.  Addison  K.  Wills 

P.0.  Box  1194 
Tryon,  North  Carolina 

Teaching,  that  proper  occupation,  seized  me  after  graduation 
and  I taught  everything,  as  a young  teacher,  narrowing  down  as 
the  years  passed  to  college  preparatory  Latin.  Finally  I revolted, 
took  a secretarial  course  and  worked  for  a hotel  management 
corporation  in  New  York  City  until  I married  in  1933  and  moved 
to  Binghamton,  New  York. 

Being  in  the  depths  of  the  depression,  there  were  no  jobs. 
So,  I was  drawn  into  numerous  activities  - Community  Chest, 
YWCA,  Planned  Parenthood,  Civic  Club,  Girl  Scout  Council, 
Monday  Afternoon  Club  (Program  Chairman  and  President).  The 
city  suffered  two  disastrous  floods  and  I was  called  by  the  Red 
Cross,  starting  on  a service  which  absorbed  much  of  my  time  and 
energies  for  over  twenty  years.  I am  also  most  proud  to  have 
been  on  the  committee  which  explored  the  need  and  founded  a 
private  case  work  agency  in  that  city. 

In  1941,  we  went  to  Port  Washington  where  I continued  with 
Girl  Scouts  and  especially  with  Nassau  County  Red  Cross, 
before,  during  and  after  the  war,  ending  as  Chapter  Secretary 
and  Vice-Chairman  of  Disaster.  The  local  Community  Services,  a 
combined  Visiting  Nurse  Association  and  Case  Work  Agency, 
took  the  rest  of  my  time.  As  president,  I found  myself  more  and 
more  concerned  with  finance,  budgets  and  fund  raising  and 
discovered  what  my  major  should  have  been. 

When  American  Telephone  and  Telegraph  moved  its  eastern 
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area  to  White  Plains,  Addison  and  I bought  a piece  of  farm  land 
in  the  town  of  Bedford  and  I continued  as  a Red  Cross  Volunteer 
Field  Consultant  and  later  as  Chairman  of  Volunteers  for  West- 
chester County  Chapter.  In  my  local  Episcopal  Church,  I was  on 
the  Altar  Guild,  edited  the  monthly  bulletin,  and  served  as 
treasurer  of  the  Women  of  St.  Mark’s.  In  I960,  Westchester 
Vassar  Club  began  raising  its  scholarship  money  by  a Book 
Fair.  For  four  years  I worked  in  every  phase  of  that  project, 
three  of  them  as  treasurer.  The  Book  Fair  was  not  only  a superb 
money  maker  but  a wonderful  opportunity  for  all  alumnae  to 
work  together.  It  also  restored  our  faith  in  the  reading  public. 

In  July  1963,  we  came  to  Tryon,  North  Carolina.  We  decided 
to  escape  to  a less  rigorous  climate,  taking  strength  for  our 
retirement  from  the  Blue  Ridge  Mountains  and  enjoying  the 
lushness  and  beauty  of  this  area.  Except  for  leaving  family  and 
old  friends  we  have  never  for  one  moment  regretted  our  decision. 
We  urge  them  to  come  to  us  and  that  goes  for  1923  as  well.  Here 
I work  at  the  hospital,  serve  on  the  Altar  Guild  and  as  a trustee 
and  treasurer  of  an  educational  assistance  fund. 

By  trial  and  error,  I have  found  where  my  interests  and 
abilities  lie  and  that  my  greatest  reward  has  come  from  helping 
others  to  help  themselves. 

Eleanor  WILDBERG  Mayer  Mrs.  Ralph  A.  Mayer 

900  Harcourt  Road 
Grosse  Pointe  Park 
Michigan 

I,  like  many  others  have  gone  through  a number  of  periods 
since  leaving  college.  1)  rearing  a daughter  (or  vice  versa), 
2)  horse  (polo  and  hunting),  3)  music  (including  a suite  for 
orchestra  played  by  the  Detroit  Symphony  at  a summer  concert), 
4)  my  French  period.  For  some  unknown  reason  I can  write  very 
light  French  verse  (and  I hope  amusing)  and  have  just  had  a 
booklet  printed  which  I am  selling  for  the  Children’s  Hospital. 
The  title  is  "Cela  ne  Rime  a Rien!”  (no  rhyme  nor  reason). 

I do  hope  one  day  to  get  to  a reunion  and  see  my  old  (no 
offense  intended)  class-mates. 

Doris  WILLIAMS  Bangs  Mrs.  J.  Howell  Bangs 

R.D.  #1 

Cambridge,  New  York 

After  a year  in  the  actuarial  department  of  the  Connecticut 
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Mutual  Life  Insurance  Company  in  Hartford,  I stopped  working 
to  help  my  only  sister  get  ready  for  her  June  wedding.  Alter  that 
excitement  was  over,  I spent  the  summer  at  Yale  taking  edu- 
cational courses  for  a teaching  certificate,  which  I won  but 
never  used,  although  I substituted  frequently. 

My  mother’s  untimely  death  in  September  1924  left  me  the 
job  of  keeping  house  for  my  father  and  two  of  my  brothers.  Did 
you  ever  get  fancy  ideas  about  Thanksgiving  dinner,  only  to 
have  your  family  turn  thumbs  down  on  innovating?  Traditional 
was  what  they  wanted! 

I married  a newspaper  man  in  1927;  next  year  his  father  and 
we  started  a weekly  newspaper  of  our  own,  The  Milford  Mews, 
(Connecticut),  from  scratch.  After  a couple  of  good  years,  we 
ran  smack  into  the  depression  and  subsequent  recession.  My 
husband  took  off  to  foreign  parts  during  World  War  II  leaving  me 
to  become  editor,  society  editor,  bookkeeper,  proofreader,  etc. 
etc.  for  the  three  years  he  was  away.  The  business  had  gotten 
back  on  an  even  keel  and  was  heading  for  expansion  when  my 
husband  and  I parted. 

For  five  years  I had  a position  at  the  Board  of  Admissions 
of  Yale  University,  which  proved  very  interesting.  Sons  of  some 
of  my  contemporaries  were  applying  for  admission,  and  my  own 
son  was  attending  the  University.  He  graduated  with  a degree  in 
Mechanical  Engineering,  later  attended  Annapolis  and  is  a Naval 
officer  with  a wife  and  two  children. 

From  Yale  I went  into  industry,  becoming  head  of  the  payroll 
department  at  Norden’s,  Inc.,  successor  to  the  Norden  Bombsight 
Company  so  famous  during  the  war.  After  several  years  here,  my 
first  love  beckoned  and  I went  back  to  newspaper  work,  becoming 
assistant  editor  of  The  Milford  Citizen,  with  which  our  brain- 
child, The  News  had  merged. 

My  life  was  busy  and  full;  then  along  came  a widower  and  I 
married  him.  Today  we  are  president  and  secretary  of  J.B.  Rice, 
Jr.,  Inc.,  a wholesale  seed  company  in  Shushan,  New  York, 
where  the  Adirondacks  leave  off  and  the  Green  Mountains  of 
Vermont  begin. 


Harvia  WILSON  Russell  Mrs.  Hubert  S.  Russell 

26  Stratford  Road 
Scarsdale,  New  York 

I really  meant  to  answer  Olive’s  letter  last  Spring,  but  never 
seemed  to  have  time  to  sit  down  and  think,  if  you  know  what  I 
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mean.  But  now,  having  thought,  I feel  that  I do  not  have  anything 
very  exciting  to  write  about.  According  to  Mary  McCarthy’s 
The  Vassar  Girl,  I am  one  of  "those  Apologetic  Alumnae  so 
characteristic  of  Vassar  Women  who  have  not  'done’  anything 
later  one”.  . .and  "point  to  some  more  unconventional  classmate 
as  the  real  Vassar  thing.” 

Well,  anyway,  I have  enjoyed  life  as  it  has  been,  typical  of  a 
Vassar  woman  or  not,  since  I felt  no  great  yearning  for  a career 
anyway  and  always  agreed  with  one  of  our  classmates  who  shall 
be  nameless,  that  the  only  thing  I really  was  fitted  for  was  to  be 
a wife  and  mother.  I shall  never  forget  the  shocked  hush  that 
fell  over  us  embrionic  "new  women”  when  she  made  that  state- 
ment. 

After  college,  I spent  a year  and  a half  at  the  Harvard 
Observatory  working  with  Miss  Annie  Cannon  on  the  Henry 
Draper  Catalogue  and  with  Dr.  Harlow  Shapley  on  the  Magellanic 
Clouds  — works  which  netted  me  an  M.A.  at  Radcliffe,  since 
Harvard  did  not  confer  Degrees  on  women. 

From  Cambridge,  I returned  to  Vassar  as  Instructor  in  Physics 
for  two  years,  which  I must  say  left  me  more  nostalgic  for 
Vassar  than  my  years  there  as  a student  ever  did. 

At  this  point,  I was  rescued  from  the  necessity  of  getting  a 
Ph.D.  by  my  one  and  only  husband,  who  married  me  and  took  me 
off  to  Oak  Park,  Illinois.  Here  my  Vassar  classmates  resident 
in  the  area,  as  formerly  in  Cambridge,  added  much  to  my  en- 
joyment of  life. 

In  due  course,  the  Western  Electric  Company  transferred  us 
back  to  the  New  York  area,  and  we  have  lived  here  ever  since  — 
twenty-six  years  in  the  same  house  even,  quite  a record  for  our 
peripatetic  suburban  culture. 

We  have  two  daughters;  one  married  and  the  mother  of  our 
two  grandchildren,  living  in  the  Pacific  Northwest  and  the 
other,  a professional  musician,  in  New  York. 

I have  run  through  the  usual  gamut  of  volunteer  jobs,  but 
my  chief  interest  in  recent  years  has  been  the  Westchester 
County  Girl  Scout  Camp  which  I have  served  in  various  capacities 
for  ten  years. 

My  husband  and  I soon  have  to  face  the  prospect  of  com- 
pulsory retirement.  I hope  we  may  find  some  good  suggestions 
for  the  future  from  the  classmates  who  have  already  experienced 
it. 
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Katherine  WILSON  Miller  Mrs.  Neville  Miller 

4715  Berkeley  Terrace 
Washington  7,  D.C. 

Mine  is  continuing  to  be  an  exceedingly  happy,  busy,  in- 
teresting and  satisfying  life.  Marriage  soon  after  college  took 
me  from  New  Jersey  to  Louisville,  Kentucky  where,  in  addition 
to  Neville’s  family,  all  mother’s  family  was  waiting  cordially  and 
somewhat  curiously  to  welcome  me.  It  is  a grand  place  to  live 
and  we  were  busy  living  for  those  fourteen  Kentucky  years. 
Neville  was  starting  a law  practice,  teaching  law,  became  Dean 
of  the  University  of  Louisville  Law  School  and  then  Mayor  of 
the  city.  In  between  having  four  daughters  and  doing  various 
good  works,  I had  to  be  Mrs.  Dean  and  Mrs.  Mayor  and  even  help 
with  that  big  Ohio  River  flood  in  1937.  You  will  see  already 
that  most  of  the  time  I’ve  been  riding  Neville’s  very  active  coat 
tails. 

In  1938  we  moved  to  Princeton,  New  Jersey,  where  Neville 
was  made  Assistant  to  Dr.  Dodds,  President  of  the  college. 
After  getting  started  on  teeth  straightening,  dancing  school  and 
old  grad  entertaining,  we  quickly  left  and  came  to  D.C.  where  he 
became  president  of  the  National  Association  of  Broadcasters  — 
an  entirely  new  group  to  get  acquainted  with  and  more  dancing 
classes  to  achieve.  D.C.  needed  community  help  in  every  way 
so  it  was  easy  to  find  many  things  for  me  to  do.  During  some  of 
the  war  years,  Neville  was  away  and  I had  a job  with  a farm 
newspaper  and  then  taught  Remedial  Reading  to  help  get  all 
those  four  gals  through  V.C. 

Now  they  are  all  married,  three  of  them  in  D.C.,  and  have 
fourteen  grands  among  them.  Between  baby-sitting  I am  still 


doing  various  community  jobs  like  Visiting  Nurse,  Children’s 
Hospital,  teaching  reading  to  colored  teen-agers  and  still  trying 
to  keep  up  with  Neville  who  is  having  a field  day  with  Urban 
Renewal  plus  a small  amount  of  Law.  We  have  done  lots  of 
traveling  and  may  be  leaving  shortly  for  South  America.  If  we 
go,  I’ll  miss  reunion  and  send  everyone  greetings  and  regrets. 


Mary  Blythe  WINSLOW  Chapman  Mrs.  Charles  S.  Chapman 

Goodwinslow 
4066  J ames  Road 
Raleigh,  Tennessee 

Married  Charles  S.  Chapman,  planter  of  Windemere  Plantation, 
Lucy,  Tennessee,  now  deceased. 

Children:  three,  all  married;  three  grandchildren. 

Currently  living  at  Goodwinslow,  the  family  home  at  Raleigh, 
Tennessee. 

Business:  farming  and  real  estate. 

Pleasure:  writing  weekly  newspaper  column,  THE  IVORY 
BOMB  SHELTER  in  which  battle  is  perpetually  joined  with  Left 
Wing  influence  such  as  that  which  still  reflects  from  the  slanted 
walls  of  dear  old,  liberal  old  V.C. 

Margaret  WOODFORD  Paradise  Mrs.  N.  Burton  Paradise 

2 Lincoln  Street 

New  Haven,  Connecticut 

Born  into  the  academe,  married  into  it  and  have  two  daughters 
who  have  also  married  into  it,  and  four  — almost  five  — grand- 
children. I still  live  in  the  city  where  I was  born.  My  husband, 
Nathaniel  Burton  Paradise  died  in  1942. 

Having  given  my  services  to  "good  works”  here  and  else- 
where for  over  forty  years,  I am  still  slightly  active  in  local 
politics  (Republican),  retiring  in  the  fall  as  Vice  President  of 
Day  Prospect  Hill  School  (college  preparatory  school  for  girls) 
and  I hope,  retiring  from  teaching  Sunday  School!  I am  currently 
listed  as  "Archivist  of  United  Church-on-the-Green”  in  New 
Haven,  and  teacher  of  the  fifth  and  sixth  grades  in  the  Church 
School. 

In  the  past  I have  served  as  President  of  the  Florence 
Crittendon  Mission  in  New  Haven,  and  of  the  Girl’s  Service  of 
New  Haven,  Inc.  I have  been  a member  of  the  State  Central 
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committee  of  the  Republican  Party  seventh  District  and  on 
endless  committees  of  various  organizations. 

If  there  are  other  things,  I have  forgotten  them!  On  the 
whole  my  life  has  been  given  to  people,  to  individuals.  Church, 
state,  country  and  city  and  school  have  had  my  interest  and  still 
do! 

Janey  WOODRUFF  142  Melrose  Place 

Ridgewood,  New  Jersey 

After  graduating  from  the  Child  Education  Foundation  in 
1923  (I  had  only  one  good  year  at  Vassar,  long  before  their 
Nursery  School)  I founded  and  directed  the  Nursery  School  at 
the  Church  of  the  Ascension  in  New  York  City.  Later,  I went 
to  Middlebury,  Vermont  where  I organized  and  taught  in  the 
Nursery  School  there.  Both  of  these  schools  have  been  dis- 
continued. In  1930,  I organized  and  taught  in  a nursery  school 
which  is  now  the  Nursery  School  of  the  University  of  Rhode 
Island.  Four  years  after  that  I started  "Miss  Janey  Woodruff’s 
Nursery-Kindergarten”  in  Washington,  Connecticut.  During  World 
War  II,  I organized  and  directed  the  Child  Care  Center  in  Meriden. 
I was  also  a Red  Cross  Nurse’s  Aide. 

I retired  from  Nursery  School  work  in  1952  and  spent  three 
years  as  paid  Nurse’s  Aide  at  St.  Margaret’s  Hospital  in  Waterbury, 
Connecticut  commuting  from  Washington,  Connecticut.  Now  I 
spend  Spring,  Summer  and  Fall  in  Washington  as  an  "animal 
sitter”  for  friends  off  on  vacation.  The  winter  I spend  with  my 
sister  in  Ridgewood. 

All  the  year  round  I give  puppet  shows  for  young  and  old. 
Many  of  these  I have  given  at  hospitals  and  schools  and  camps 
for  retarded  children.  I also  entertain  at  birthday  parties  with 
a special  show  which  the  birthday  child  does  with  me. 

While  in  Ridgewood  I help  in  the  Catechism  Class  for  the 
Retarded  every  Saturday  morning.  This  is  my  sixth  year  in  this 
rewarding  work. 

I have  always  found  my  assistants  majoring  in  my  field  at 
Vassar  excellently  trained. 


Margaret  WORCESTER  Briggs 


Mrs.  Horace  W.  Briggs 
Box  321 

Fryeburg,  Maine 


A cartoon  on  the  Fifth  Center  bulletin  board  pictured  Miggy 
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surrounded  by  family  even  on  her  possible  future  honeymoon. 
Perhaps  they  were  right,  those  six  unforgettable  roommates.  For 
the  old  family  home  in  the  White  Mountains  became  our  care  — 
living  out  family  traditions;  climbing,  camping  in  ravines, 
becoming  part  of  nature,  delving  into  its  meaning. 

There  were  winters  in  the  country,  too,  several  special  ones 
in  Connecticut  near  the  van  Dykes  where  we  valued  being  in 
Tertius’  parish  and  knowing  Betty  as  the  mother  of  toddlers.  But 
more  winters  were  spent  in  Cleveland,  Washington,  D.  C.,  and 
Newtonville,  Massachusetts  where  Horace  had  parishes. 

Soon  after  college  there  was  a memorable  trip  with  my  father 
to  the  Philippines,  through  typhoon  and  the  horrible  earthquake 
of  1923  in  Japan.  This  was  when  General  Wood  was  anxiously 
working  to  help  the  people  of  the  Philippines  be  ready  to  take 
over  their  own  government  and  schools.  We  learned  to  know  our 
own  Filipino  Church  people  there;  affectionate,  childlike.  And 
there  was  a wonderful  summer  in  Europe,  partly  with  Bernice 
Walkley,  partly  with  family  again,  visiting  in  the  homes  of  native 
friends. 

It  was  thrilling  to  be  sent  to  Amsterdam  in  ’48  to  the  formation 
of  the  World  Council  of  Churches.  There  Mildred  McAfee  Horton 
spoke,  better  than  anyone  else  of  course,  and  we  were  proud 
to-  know  her.  We  lived  in  the  same  house  with  "Miss  Lyman”  of 
college  days,  and  greatly  enjoyed  informal  talks  with  her.  Our 
daughter,  Jean,  at  that  time  a Vassar  sophomore,  and  I still  hear 
the  boom  of  the  glaciers  in  the  Alps  and  the  broad  "A”  of  the 
Amsterdam  children  as  we  look  back  on  that  summer. 

Our  children  are  scattered  now  from  Seattle  to  an  igloo  in 
the  Canadian  Artie  (Jean,  ’51)  - mostly  working  toward,  or  in 
receipt  of  doctorates  (Music,  International  Relations  in  the  Far 
East,  Social  Anthropology  especially  Eskimo). 

We  are  white-haired,  but  thankful  that  rockers  are  not  in 
vogue  except  for  rocking  our  grand-babies.  How  we  should  miss 
our  130  country  youngsters  bubbling  with  enthusiasm,  Sundays 
and  weekdays,  whether  in  class,  in  pageants,  in  the  mountains 
or  out  on  a surf-bound  island.  Our  life,  running  in  and  out  of 
homes,  preparing  classes  and  happy  times  with  all  ages  means 
working  into  wee,  small  hours,  but  we  love  it  - we  even  love 
the  deep  cold  which  makes  the  walls  creak,  and  the  snow-made 
stillness  of  the  woods.  And  we  still  love  the  old  home  and  the 
many  who  share  its  traditions  and  look  forward  there  into  the 
future. 

Good  old  Fifth  Center  - they  guessed.  And  Botany,  Astron- 
omy, Psychology,  languages  all  played  and  play  their  part. 
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Alice  YOUNG  Lindabury  Mrs.  Richard  V.  Lindabury 

34  Cleveland  Lane 
Princeton,  New  Jersey 

How  typical  of  me  to  wait  till  the  last  minute  to  send  in  the 
news  of  my  wayward  career  (Note:  but  she  didn’t,  comparatively 
speaking.  ECvD)  - if  one  can  call  it  that.  Roads  I have  traveled 
since  V.C.  have  been  climbs,  descents,  plateaus  all  in  one 
place.  When  I married  Dick  in  1927  I moved  to  Princeton,  only 
about  forty  miles  from  my  birthplace,  and  have  been  here  ever 
since  and  in  the  same  house  for  more  than  half  my  life.  Not 
a wide  range,  at  least  geographically.  Interests,  however,  are 
more  widespread.  Family  of  course  with  two  married  daughters, 
one  here  in  Princeton  and  one  in  Rochester,  New  York,  and  the 
resulting  grandchildren  (six  granddaughters  and  one  grandson),  a 
son  as  yet  a bachelor  and  Dick  who  has  retired  from  editorial 
work  on  the  Herald  Tribune  to  edit  the  New  Jersey  Historical 
Society  Proceedings  as  a hard  working  volunteer.  So  I am  caught 
up  in  history,  in  the  preservation  of  the  past,  but  because  of  my 
interest  in  gardening  and  conservation,  I am  also  caught  up  in 
the  preservation  of  the  future.  As  for  the  present,  I am  still  active 
with  Planned  Parenthood  and  the  Visiting  Nurse.  Don’t  ask  me 
how  I strayed  into  the  fields  of  health  work!  If  I have  not  wandered 
far  afield,  I have  on  my  sunporch  plants  from  more  exotic  places 
than  New  Jersey;  from  South  Africa,  India,  South  America,  the 
West  Indies  and  I spend  happy,  unscientific  hours  pottering  with 
them.  Also  with  pastels  and  attempts  at  oil  painting,  an  effort  I 
started  a few  years  ago  on  the  theory  that  it’s  never  too  late  to 
make  a beginning. 

My  path  could  best  be  described  as  a series  of  figure  eights, 
the  small  loop  at  the  top  summer  vacations  at  Martha’s  Vineyard 
with  sunning,  swimming,  sailing  and  the  big  bottom  loop  the 
Princeton  months  with  its  many  activities,  broken  occasionally 
by  a short  winter  trip,  a new  grandchild  or  some  such  divertissment. 

And  would  I go  to  Vassar  again?  You  bet,  if  I could  get  in! 
Maybe  one  of  my  six  granddaughters  will  make  the  grade  and  be 
more  purposeful  than  I. 

(Note  2.  Youngster  illustrates  her  career  thus:  8888888  - but 
the  typewriter  doesn’t  connect  them  as  well  as  her  pencil  did. 
ECvD) 
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Louise  ZABRISKIE  Redfield  Mrs.  William  F.  Redfield 

35  Belleclaire  Place 
Montclair,  New  Jersey 

Millsy  (Professor  of  Sociology)  and  Clare  Towsley  (field 
worker  from  the  Charity  Organization  Society  in  New  York)  lured 
me  to  that  city  right  after  college  where  I did  first  volunteer  and 
then  paid  social  work  - no  degree  such  as  is  necessary  now.  Was 
rescued  in  1928  by  Bill  Redfield  and  promptly  became  a house- 
wife and  mother  of  three.  Continued  to  do  volunteer  work  in  local 
organizations  and  the  Junior  League  in  Montclair,  New  Jersey. 
We  built  a house  there  in  1929  and  have  lived  in  it  ever  since.  1 
keep  thinking  I will  clean  out  the  attic  of  the  accumulation  of 
years,  but  I never  seem  to  have  time  for  that.  The  children  are 
all  married  now  and  we  have  seven  grandchildren.  Bill  has  retired 
and  we  spend  a great  deal  of  our  time  in  a camp  we  have  at  the 
Hartwood  Club  - a hunting  and  fishing  club  in  New  York  State 
near  Port  Jervis.  We  both  love  outdoors  - golf,  fishing,  dogs  etc., 
and  have  been  fortunate  in  staying  hale  and  hearty  so  that  we 
can  still  enjoy  these  things  now  that  we  have  more  leisure  in  our 
"golden  years”.  Our  travel  takes  us  to  places  where  we  can 
combine  sight-seeing  with  fishing  or  golf  - Spain,  Ireland  and 
Scotland  recently  and  the  month  of  March  for  the  last  three 
years  on  St.  Croix  in  the  Virgin  Islands. 
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THE  SILENT  MASSES 


Linsly  ATKINSON  Carter 
Mrs.  R.  B.  Carter 
45  Pondfield  Road 
Bronxville,  New  York 

Elizabeth  M.  BACON 
504  Columbia  Avenue 
Millville,  New  Jersey 

Mary  BALDWIN  Parsons 
Mrs.  F.  W.  Parsons,  Jr. 

235  Delevan  Avenue 
Corning,  New  York 

Harriet  BALLARD 

665  Hamilton 
Pasadena,  California 

Edna  V.  BARRETT 

Elizabeth  H.  BENEDICT 

Amo  C.  BENNETT 

Stirling,  New  Jersey 

Beatrice  BISHOP  Berle 
Mrs.  Adolph  A.  Berle,  Jr. 
142  East  19th  Street 
New  York,  New  York 

Emily  BOASBERG  Bloomberg 
Mrs.  L.  C.  Bloomberg 
111  East  88th  Street 
New  York  28,  New  York 

Dorothy  BROWN  Hallahan 
Mrs.  Harry  T.  Hallahan 
325  West  13th  Street 
New  York  14,  New  York 


Margaret  BUDLONG  Aylesworth 
Mrs.  Henry  Aylesworth 
50  Forsdyke  Street 
Providence,  Rhode  Island 

Ruth  BURDICK  Kenly 

Mrs.  Henry  C.  Kenly 

9 Bishop  Lane 

Short  Hills,  New  Jersey 

Helen  CAMPBELL  Allison 
Mrs.  Samuel  K.  Allison 
5816  Blackstone  Avenue 
Chicago  37,  Illinois 

Mercie  Carley  Fogg 
Mrs.  Mercie  C.  Fogg 
1 1 Chauncy  Street 
Cambridge  38,  Massachusetts 

Sarah  CHENOWETH 

Elizabeth  V.  W.  CLAPP 

29  Roselle  Avenue 
Pleasantville,  New  York 

Helen  CLARK  Farnum 
Mrs.  Hanford  A.  Farnum 
315  Nassau  Street 
Princeton,  New  Jersey 

Elizabeth  COMLY  Nield 
Mrs.  James  W.  Nield 
Route  #1,  Box  604 
Red  Bluff,  California 

Anne  B.  COCKE 
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The  Silent  Masses  (continued) 


Elizabeth  CONE  Metzel 
Mrs.  Jeffrey  C.  Metzel 
2124  Eye  Street,  N.W. 
Washington  7,  D.C. 

Harriet  COX  Collis 
Mrs.  John  V.  Collis 
3750  Upper  River  Road 
Louisville  7,  Kentucky 

Carel  DeBEVOISE  Corcoran 
Mrs.  Francis  L.  Corcoran 
Laurel  Lane 

Locust  Valley,  New  York 

Phyllis  DIXON  Ericson 
Mrs.  F.  Eric  Ericson 
Old  Mill  Road 
Greenwich,  Connecticut 


Helen  HAMMETT  Owen 

Mrs.  G.  Wadsworth  Owen 
Box  86,  Palmer’s  Island 
Old  Greenwich,  Connecticut 

Mary  HECKEL  Sipe 
Mrs.  Harry  A.  Sipe 
201  Lytton  Avenue 
Pittsburg  13,  Pennsylvania 

Elaine  HELLER  Blount 
Mrs.  Clinton  W.  Heller 
444  East  57th  Street 
New  York  22,  New  York 

Barbara  HOOKER 
Stover  Park  Road 
Tinicum,  Pennsylvania 


Catherine  DUTCHER 
Hillside  Terrace 
Irvington,  New  York 

Elizabeth  FAIRFIELD  Campbell 
Mrs.  L.  Gordon  Campbell 
1063  Argyle  Drive 
Oakville,  Ontario,  Canada 

Amy  FOWLER  Dilworth 
Mrs.  Fowler  Dilworth 

Eleanor  GLIDDEN  Stevens 
Mrs.  Kimball  C.  Stevens 
Farrar  Road 
South  Lincoln,  Mass. 

Elizabeth  GREENEBAUM  White 
Mrs.  Ralph  White 
2122  Massachusetts  Ave.,  N.W. 
Washington  8,  D.C. 


Elizabeth  JONES  McSherry 
Mrs.  Frank  J.  McSherry 
118  Woodland  Road 
Milton  86,  Massachusetts 

Anne  KASTEN  Paret 
Mrs.  H.  Wilbur  Paret,  Jr. 

1135  East  Orange  Street 
Lancaster,  Pennsylvania 

Emma  KELLY  Humphrey 
Mrs.  Merwin  W.  Humphrey 
352  East  Irvin  Avenue 
State  College,  Pennsylvania 

Rebecca  KIERNAN 

Box  204 

Thompson,  Connecticut 
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The  Silent  Masses  (continued) 


Dorothy  KROLIK  Levin 
Mrs.  S.J.  Levin 
31  Woodland  Street 
Hartford  5,  Connecticut 

Dorothy  LINDER  Silberberg 
Mrs.  D.H.  Silberberg 
5 East  81st  Street 
New  York  28,  New  York 

Ann  LININGTON  Arkola 
Mrs.  George  Arkola 
Box  204  Palenville 
New  York 

Ethel  LYNCH 

Margaret  McCLENAHAN 

Grace  E.  McGUIRE 
15  Poplar  Avenue 
Pelham,  New  York 

Persis  S.  MILLER 

c/o  Unitarian  Service  Com. 

93  rue  Riquet 
Toulouse,  France 

Esther  MITCHELL  Allen 
Mrs.  Lilburn  Allen 
R.R.  #2 

Sebree,  Kentucky 

Elizabeth  MORGAN  Finnegan 
Mrs.  George  B.  Finnegan,  Jr. 
Cove  Place 

Mountain  Lakes,  New  Jersey 

Hattie  MOSKOVITZ  Lipkin 
Mrs.  Hattie  M.  Lipkin 
5344  Gainor  Road 
Philadelphia  31,  Penn. 


Martha  NICHOLSON  Robinson 
Mrs.  James  B.  Robinson 
Elmcrest  Drive 
Dallas,  Pennsylvania 

Elspeth  NICOLSON  Cowie 
Mrs.  Alexander  Cowie 
118  Pine  Street 
Middletown,  Connecticut 

Kathreen  NOYES  Pettit 
Mrs.  Charles  H.  Pettit 
Powder  Point  Avenue 
Duxbury,  Massachusetts 

Margaret  OGDEN  Nutting 
Mrs.  George  K.  Nutting 
4907  Rockwood  Parkway  N.W. 
Washington  16,  D.C. 

Elizabeth  PEACOCK  Delapenha 
Mrs.  Ferdinand  A.  Delapenha 
2482  Cat  Cay  Lane 
Fort  Lauderdale,  Florida 

Frances  PEARSONS  Rust 
Mrs.  Pearsons  Rust 
2205  California  Street 
Washington  8,  D.C. 

Katherine  PERKINS  Stark 
Mrs.  Lloyd  C.  Stark 
Aberdeen  Farms 
Eolia,  Missouri 

Marcia  PREBLE  Stolz 
Mrs.  Leon  Stolz 
330  West  Diversey  Parkway 
Chicago  14,  Illinois 
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The  Silent  Masses  (continued) 


Dorothy  PUNDERSON 

3201  Martin  Way 
Olympia,  Washington 
(Note:  Dorothy  telephoned 

promising  material,  but  nothing 
was  forthcoming,  so  with  regret, 
she  is  listed  here.  ECvD.) 

Mildred  RAYBOLD  Stoneleigh 
Mrs.  Mildred  R.  Stoneleigh 
606  South  West  8th  Street 
Hallandale,  Florida 

Edith  RUSSELL  Utter 
Mrs.  Lorenzo  H.  Utter 
Friendship,  New  York 

Louise  M.  SCHWRAR 

Dorothy  SHEPHERD 

68  Saginaw  Street 
Goss  Manor,  Dallas 
Pennsylvania 

Taye  SHIMA  Hori 
Mrs.  Tomokazu  Hori 
2626-B  Etna  Street 
Berkeley  4,  California 

Irene  W.  SMYTH 

24  Broadway 

Watertown,  Massachusetts 

Margaret  SNYDER  Liddle 

Mrs.  Dewey  R.  Liddle 

Margaret  SPAULDING  Berle 
Mrs.  Rudolph  Berle 
29  Kingston  Road 
Scarsdale,  New  York 


Elizabeth  B.  STEWART 

Helen  R.  STOBBE 

Morris  House, 

Smith  College 

Northampton,  Massachusetts 

Helen  STONEY  Smith 
Mrs.  Thomas  C.  Smith 
295  Gilbert  Street 
Ridgewood,  New  Jersey 

Mary  TALIAFERRO  Webb 

Mrs.  Norton  Webb 

Frances  TAYLOR  Miller 
Mrs.  John  H.  Miller 
1388  North  Main  Street 
Laconia,  New  Hampshire 

Mildred  TAYLOR  Morton 
Mrs.  Lincoln  E.  Morton 
277  Park  Avenue 
New  York  17,  New  York 

Katharine  TERRY  Nicely 
Mrs.  James  M.  Nicely 
30  East  71st  Street 
New  York  21,  New  York 

Esther  TRUITT  Walters 
Mrs.  Charles  E.  Walters 
210  Magnolia  Road 
Winter  Park,  Florida 

Ruth  M.  UPDEGRAFF 

Box  505 

Iowa  City,  Iowa 
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The  Silent  Masses  (continued) 


Sylvia  WOODBRIDGE  Lauter 
Mrs.  Kurt  C.  Lauter 
Rd  #1 66  Roslyn 
Long  Island,  New  York 

Margery  WILLARD  McCullough 
Mrs.  Arthur  L.  McCullough 
Hunt,  Texas 


Margaret  V.  WESTON 
368  Grand  Avenue 
Rochester  9 
New  York 


STATISTICAL  GLEANINGS 


Total  number  of  reports  187 

Married  165 

per  cent  88 

Number  of  children  312 

per  family  1.9 

Those  reporting  additional  study  62 

per  cent  33 

Higher  degrees  (Ph.D.  5;  M.D.  3;  M.A.  or  23 

M.S.  13;  not  specified  2 ) 

per  cent  12 

Gainfully  employed  132 

per  cent  71 

per  cent*  of 
total  employed. 

Education  55 

Publishing  15 

Social  Work  15 

Creative  Arts  14 

Merchandising  12 

Government  8 

Medical,  hospital,  and  health  8 

Secretarial  8 

Real  Estate  6 

Advertising  and  publicity  5 

Farming  and  ranching  5 

Other  categories  (10)  14 

Volunteer  work  113 

per  cent  60 
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Statistical  Gleanings  (continued) 


per  cent  * of 
total  employed. 


Civic  and  political  63 

Hospital,  Health  and  welfare  62 

Education  40 

Club  (social)  21 

Theatre,  Music,  Art  8 

Those  reporting  hobbies  135 

per  cent  72 

Travel  70 

Gardening  30 

Active  sports  19 

Creative  arts  13 

Theatre,  Music,  Art  (appreciation)  12 

Bridge  7 

Reading  7 

Other  categories  (4)  16 


*The  percentages  cannot  be  added  because  some  people  are  inc- 
luded in  more  than  one  category. 
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IN  MEMORIAM 


Margaret  CAREY 
Marjorie  McGONIGLE  Clack 
Maloise  DIXON 
Frances  FROST  Dodds 
Elizabeth  GORDY  Evans 
Ruth  BACHELDER  Friedberg 
Fannie  AARON  Friedman 
Leonore  YOUNG  Gay 
Helen  THOMPSON  Gue 
Frances  WARREN  Guild 
Margaret  HANSON 
Jean  URQUHART  Hieber 
Adeline  KENT  Howard 
Elizabeth  W.  HUMPHREYS 
Janet  BALCH  Jeffreys 
Therese  WORKUM  Johnson 
Eleanor  HOLLOWAY  Jones 
Edyth  BOOTH  Jordan 
Emma  SCHWARTZ  Jordan 
Dorothy  KING 
Elizabeth  HERZ  Levin 
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Elizabeth  RICHARDSON  Lorance 


Elizabeth  HORSLEY  Loughran 

Ellen  E.  McCOMBS 

Leetta  McWILLIAMS 

Barbara  BIRELY  Nugent 

Eleanor  WOOD  O’Hara 

Alberta  PATTERSON 

Thede  REED  Riddle 

Dorothy  SHIPLEY  Rosenmiller 

Margaret  EARHART  Smith 

Isabel  COOPER  Smith 

Mary  E.  TAYLOR 

Ophelia  TILEY 

Miriam  TOWNSEND 

Christine  McNALL  Trippensee 

Mary  Louise  TUCKER  van  Klooster 

Kathryn  GARDNER  Verona 

Babette  OPPENHEIMER  Weiss 

Mary  Wells  CLARK  Young 


DURING  THE  YEARS 
SINCE  WE  LEFT  TAYLOR  GATE 
OUR  WORLD  HAS  SEEN 
AIRPLANES  COME  INTO  THEIR  OWN 
AND  ROCKETS  COME  INTO  THEIR  OWN. 


MANY  OF  US  FORGED  AHEAD  - 
A FEW  RESTED  AT  THE  CROSSROADS  WHERE 
THE  TORTOISE  OVERTAKES  THE  HARE. 


